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1 . KG 31120 
Volume II of Dylan's 
greatest hits are the 
greatest hits. 

2 . KE 30986 
Sly's genius is back. 
In an album his 
worshippers have waited 
for. It includes his hit 
single, "Family Affair." 

?. C4X 30865 
For six days sold-out 
houses prayed with 
Chicago in Carnegie Hall. 

The result is an 
incredible performance 
that could be called 
Chicago's greatest 
hits live. 

4. KC 31050 
Produced in London, 
"Farther Along" is a 
whole new sound from 
The Byrds. Which means 
a whole new sound of 
music. Again. 

5 M 30383 
Followers of the Moog 
unite. The new language 
of the greatest instrument 
since the human voice has 
arrived. The coming of the 
wan-wahs, dooey-dooeys 
and the boing-boings. 

6. KC 30987 
Laura Nyro interpreting 
the greatest hits of rod 
and roll, and R & B, wit 
help from Labelle. 

You wouldn't have 
expected less. 

On Columbia and Epic Records and Tape 
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Read it slowly. 
V7WII want to. It 's that good . . . it's The Science 
*- Fiction Hall of Fame: 26 science fiction stories 

picked as "favorites" by the Science Fiction Writers 
of America. (And they should know.) But you 
needn't trust them . . . judge for yourself. Form your 
own opinions about Asimov's masterpiece, "Night
fall," and Stanley Weinbaum's classic, "A Martian 
Odyssey," and Roger Zelazny's award-winner, "A 
Rose for Ecclesiastes," plus 23 more. They span 
more than three decades of writers . . . and present 
light-years of imagination for your mind to play with. 
So go ahead . . . play. 

This exciting anthology of speculative fiction sells 
for $7.95 in the original publisher 's edition. I t 's 
yours, if you wish, as one of the three books for IOC 

(to help cover shipping), when you join The Science 
Fiction Book Club. As a member, you'll be offered 
other equally exciting books—to build your own hall 
of fame . . . your own science fiction library—at a 
fraction of the regular cost. And here's how the Club 
works: 
Each month, you'll receive Things to Come, the 
monthly Club bulletin that describes superb new 
works. Though these books may sell for as much as 
$4.95 and up, you pay only the special low price of 
$1.49 plus snipping and handling. (Occasional extra-
value selections are slightly more.) So join The Sci
ence Fiction Book Club now. We'll s tar t you off with 
3 books for just 10<: ( to help cover shipping). Send 
no money. But do send the coupon today. 

6346. Sturgeon Is Alive 
and Well . . . 1971 Neb
ula Award novelette 
"Slow Sculpture" plus 10 
other gripping stories by 
Theodore Sturgeon. Pub. 
ed. $4.95 
1131. First On The Moon. 
Exclusive story of Arm
strong, Collins, and Al-
drin's Apollo mission. 
Written with Life report
ers; epilogue by Arthur 
C. Clarke. Pub. ed. $7.95 

6007.A Treasury of Great 
Science Fiction, ed. by 
Anthony Boucher. 2 Vol
ume set. 1,000 pages. 
Counts as one book. Pub. 
ed. $5.95 

8060. Beyond the Beyond 
by Poul Anderson. Six 
novellas by Hugo Award 
winner. About scientists, 
pirates, loners. 

6015. Alone Against To
morrow by Harlan Ellison. 
The field's most honored 
writer plunges into 20 
dark and wonderful 
dreams of tomorrow's 
alienation. Pub. ed.$6.95 

6205. Childhood's End by 
Arthur C. Clarke. Man
kind's last generation on 
earth. "Wildly fantas
tic!"—Atlantic. Pub. ed. 
$4.50 

2295. The Robot Novels 
by Isaac Asimov. Two of 
his greatest creations, 
the emotionally charged 
"The Caves of Steel" and 
"The Naked Sun." Pub. 
ed. $5.90 

6130. A Time of Changes 
by Robert Silverberg. 
Brilliant novel of strange 
planet where human be
ings must despise them
selves and " i " and 
"Me" become filthy ob
scenities. 

4150. Slaughterhouse-
Five by Kurt Vonnegut, 
Jr. The incredible Odys
sey of Billy Pilgrim lost 
in the hideous moments 
of existence. Pub. ed. 
$5.95 

3558. Future Shock by 
Alvin Toffler. National 
Best Seller. "Essential 
reading for those . . . 
committed to controlling 
their destinies." Psy
chology Today. Pub. ed. 
$8.95 

6288. Driftglass by Sam
uel R. Delaney. 10 short 
stories, including 2 Neb
ula winners, probe re
mote corners of the 
galaxy. 

6155. Stranger in a 
Strange Land by Robert 
A. Heinlein. He knew the 
Martian love secret—and 
it spelled his doom. Pub. 
ed. $6.95 
6197. I Sing The Body 
Electric! by Ray Brad
bury. 18 major pieces— 
Bradbury's first collec
tion in five years. Pub. 
ed, $6.95 

- >^4# 

30-S104 

including The Science Fiction 
Hall of Fame, if you wish— 

when you join the Science Fiction Book Club and agree 
to accept only four books during the coming year. 

Science Fiction Book Club 
Dept. 21-NQX, Garden City, N.Y. 11530 

:ept my application for membership In the Science Fiction Book 
Club and send me the 3 books whose numbers I have written In the boxes 
below. Bill mo just IOC (to help cover shipping) for all 3. My extra gift. 
Edgar Rice Bur rough's The Gods 0/ Mars and The Warlord of Mars, will be 
included FREE with trial membership About every 4 weeks, send me the 
club's bulletin. Things to Come, describing the 2 coming Selections and a 
variety of Alternate choices. If I wish to receive both Selections. I need do 
nothing; they will be shipped to me automatically. Whenever I don't want 
1 of the 2 Selections or prefer an Alternate, or no book at all. I will notify 
you by the date specified by returning the convenient form always provided. 
I need take only 4 Selections or Alternates during the coming year, and may 
resign any time thereafter. Most books are only Si 49, plus a modest charge 
for shipping and handling Occasionally, extra-value Selections are slightly 
higher. 
NO-RiSK GUARANTEE: If not delighted. I may return the entire Introduc
tory package within 10 days. Membership will be cancelled. I owe nothing. 

Book Club editions II full-length, hard 
Members accepted in 

Iced from Toronto. Oder slightly 

Office use only 

Extra 
Free Gift 
with trial membership 

Burroughs. The Gods of 
Mars and The Warlord of 
Mars. Both complete nov
els, each part of Burroughs' 
famous Martian Series! 
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Our introductory offer 
is no different from that 
of the big book clubs. 

Neither is our trial 
membership. 

What is different 
about The Book Find 
Club is our commitment 
to find and offer you books 
the other clubs shy away 
from. Books of quality and 
audacity. Books that deal with 
the toughest issues of our time. 
Books of literary merit whose 
style or subject may not have 
achieved mass acceptance. 

A tiial membership 
entitles you to 4 books 
for $1. 

Every month, members 
receive the Book Find News 
(which is fascinating reading 
in itself). That's where our 
editors describe the books 
they have culled from the 
thousands published each 
month and discuss why they feel 
they're worth your time and thought. 

The Book Find News also tells you exactly how 
much you save on the publishers'prices for these 
regular editions (not cheap book club versions). I t can 
be as much as 30%. With a trial membership you can 
resign after taking only four books. And our bonus 
book plan begins immediately to help you acquire the 
books you want at even bigger discounts. 

But don't judge us by what we say, judge us by 
what we select. 

You can tell a book club by its covers. 

The book club s 
that s not afraid 
of books. 

• 5270. Our Gong (Starring Tricky nnd 
His Friends). Philip Roth. His first book since 
Portnoy's Complaint is a satirical examina
tion of the current political scene. Pub. list 
price S5.95 
a 2012. The Sen Book: A Modern Pictorial 
Encyclopedia. Martin Goldstein, M.D., 
Erwin J . Haeberle, Ph.D., Will McBride. 
Straightforward, wholesomely explicit. A_ 
modern approach to sex education. Pub. list 
price S9.96 
Q 2194. Wonderland. Joyce Carol Oatcs. 
Another fictional tour do force by the 
National Book Award winner. Pub. list 
price S7.95 

S 1220. The Female Eunuch. Gcrmaine 
eer. Pub. list price S6.95 

• 5379. The Defense Never Rests. F. Lee 
Bailey with Harvey Aronson. America's 

controversial lawyer writes about him
self and his trials : Sam Shcppard, Carl 
Coppolino, The Boston Strangler and others. 
Pub. list price $7.95 

Q 5072. Memoirs of Hope: Renewal and 
Endeavor. Charles de Gaulle. His private 
journals covering his return to power 
through the reconstruction of France after 
Algeria. Pub. list price S10.00 
Q 5262. Bob Dylan: An Intimate Biography 
Anthony Scaduto. A sensitive study of the 
influential musical poet. Pub. list price $7.95 

• 3705. On Being Different: What I t 
Means to Be a Homosexual. Merle Miller. 
Courageous, moving account of the author's 
own experience, Pub. list price S4.B0 

• 2202. The Citizen Kane Book. "Raising 
Kane: A Film and its History" by Pauline 
Kael, plus the complete shooting script by 
Herman J . Mankiewicz and Orson Welles. 
88 photos. Pub list price $15.00 
• 2210. Hair: Sex, Society. Symbolism. 
Wendy Cooper. The definitivestudy—history, 
symbolism, sexuality, myths and legends, 
fashions and fads, male and female. 
Profusely illustrated. Pub. list price S12.95 

n 2095. Atlantic Brief Lives: A Biograph
ical Companion to the Arts. Over 1000 
biographies, over 200 essays on the great 
creative figures by today's leading artists 
and critics. Pub. list price S15.00 
Q 1717. Stories and Prose Poems. Alexander 
Solzhenitsyn. A new collection. Pub. list 
price $7.95 

D 1576. Inside: Prison American Style. 
Robert J. Minton, Jr. Our chambers of 
horrors from within. Pub. list price $7.96 
• 3291. Without Marx or Jesus: The New 
American Revolution Has Begun. Jean-
Francois Revel. A startling French view of 
America as the best hope for social 
transformation. Pub. list price SG.95 

• 3416. Louis: The Louis Armstrong Story. 
Max Jones and John Chilton. The real 
Satchmo. Jazz, prohibition day mobsters, 
race, religion, kicking the drug habit. 
Pub. list price $9.50 
• 5296. Dealer: Portrait of a Cocaine 
Merchant. Richard Woodley. Today's Horatio 
Alger story of our inner cities: "dealing"— 
for profit. Pub. list price S6.96 

• 3697. The Naked Children. Daniel Fader. 
The significant report of a year-long 
experiment in teaching "unteachable" 
children to read. Pub. list price $6.96 
• 5304. Dear Scott/Dear Max: The Fitz
gerald-Perkins Correspondence. The 
intimate working relationship between 
editor and author. Pub. list price $7.96 

D 3374. Who Owns America? Walter J . 
Hickel. The "non-conservationist" Secretary 
of Interior who became an ecological 
embarrassment to Nixon tells his story. 
Pub. list price $6.95 

• 1089. Cuba : The Pursuit of Freedom. 
Hugh Thomas. Monumental history from 18th 
century to Castro. Pub. list price S20.00 
• 3309. Coming Apart: An Informal 
History of America in the 1960's. 
William O'Neill. Mirror of a distorted 
decade. Pub. list price $12.50 

1675. "Do You Sincerely Want to Be 
lard Cornfeld 

n, Bruce Page, 
(tigative journal 

e: Prostitution 

Rich 7" The Full Story of 
and I.O.S. Godfrey HodgS' 
Charles Raw. Incisive invi 
ism. Pub. list price $8.95 
d '1725 . The Lively Com 
in the United States. Charles Winick, 
Paul M. Kinsic. Everything you ever wanted 
to know about prostitution. 
Pub. list price $8.95 

O 1618. The Prisoner of Sex. Norman 
Mailer. Brilliant discussion of the sexes, 
sexuality, humanity. Pub. list price $6.95 

D 1741. Upstate: Records and Recollections 
of Northern New York. Edmund Wilson. 
A great critic's account of the meaning of 
change in his rural community. 
Pub. list price $8.96 

n 3432. The Complete Stories of Flannery 
O'Connor. 31 works of short fiction by an 
American master. Pub. list price $10.00 

D 1832. Slaughter the Animals, Poison 
the Earth. Jack Olsen. How the Old West 
let one industry turn the wildlife frontier 
into a wasteland. Pub. list price $6.95 
D 3333. Living Well Is the Best Revenge. 
Calvin Tomkins. About Gerald and Sara 
Murphy and their diadem of intimate 
friends in France of the Twenties. 
Pub. list price S6.60 

G 1766. The Dark Night of Resistance. 
Daniel Borrigan. A plen for non-violence 
written while a fugitive. Pub. list price $6.95 

The Book Find Club 
132 West 43rd Street, New York 10036 
Please send me the 4 books whose boxes I've checked and bill me $1 plus 
shipping and handling. 

Enroll me as a trial member of The Book Find Club. I need accept 
as few as 4 additional selections in the next 12 months, always at sub
stantial savings off the publisher's price, plus shipping and handling. 
I may cancel at any time thereafter. 

I understand that I will receive the free Book Find News which 
fully describes each month's selections and alternates. If I do not wish to 
receive a current selection, or I wish an alternate instead, I may advise 
you by using the convenient reply card provided with each Book Find 
News. If I do want the current selection, I need do nothing and it will be 
automatically sent to me. 

Name ! 

Address. 

City_ .Zip-

21NLO 
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To a generation that, when it sees 
starving babies on the screen, knows 
it's almost time for dinner, not much 
is sacred. All around us the idols, 
ikons, and cows of six thousand years 
of Indo-Aryan culture lie shattered, 
and daily another paragon goes down 
to ignominy (Kissinger, Richard 
Speck), another cherished tradition is 
lost (see Esquire's stinging attack on 
cordovans). And now with Jim Mor
rison gone, there really isn't anyone 
left to look up to. 

In these circumstances this issue 
hasn't been easy to put together. But 
finally, after months of search-and-
kill by our ruthless and highly trained 
sacred team, the last few remaining 
holdouts have been tracked down and 
flushed out. And in the following 
pages we will do our best to bludgeon 
them unmercifully into oblivion. 

Of course, the bounds of good taste 
have been scrupulously observed, and 
where they haven't you won't know 
about it. There were some things that 
took a lot of agonizing—an excerpt 
from Henry Miller's Topic of Cancer, 
for instance (". . . he grabbed the one 
remaining purple-green breast. Her 
lips fell on the pillow . . . " ) . We de
cided not to print a word of it, nor a 
hilarious cartoon that showed Mahat-
ma Gandhi eating his own foot. Then 
there were many attacks and concepts 
too horrible to even name that we've 

excluded and entrusted for safekeep
ing to Daniel Ellsberg. Finally, for 
reasons of space we had to omit at
tacks on many people such as Ralph 
Nader, John XXIII, Melanie, Stuart 
Symington, Dag Hammarskjold, 
Helen Hayes, Pete Seeger, Eleanor 
Roosevelt, Mary Baker Eddy, Patri
cia Neal, Peanuts, Jimmy Durante, 
Janis Joplin, and a whole bunch of 
other assholes. 

But we've tried. Because the one 
thing that's sacred to us, immediately 
after our advertisers, is our readers, 
and cheap, unwarranted filth seems to 
be the thing you want. There are 
those at the office who feel that con
structive humor might be a much bet
ter direction to take, but so far it 
doesn't seem to work. We tried run
ning U Thant's one-liners on in
creased Malaysian rice-yield but you 
didn't go for it. We tried running 
Property Tax Reform Comix. Fell on 
its face. So here you are. Uncalled-for 
attacks and pointless insults. 

And we're being very responsible 
about it. We realize that we may end 
up with a generation to whom nothing 
is sacred, not even the revolution. And 
it will all be blamed on us—the media. 
Media, it will be said, can turn your 
heart to stone. But we all know deep 
down that however disgusting and 
iconoclastic may be the things we read 
and see, the sight of one starving real 
child actually in front of us, its poor 
little stomach distended with hunger, 
its huge eyes turned appealingly up
wards, would be too much for most of 
us. Although there are those who'd 
drive right on. 

Either way it is possible that a so
ciety to whom nothing is sacred might 
just be a better one. And that may be 
the vision, dimly perceived but beau
tifully expressed, that one of our most 

famous and enduring leaders had 
when he sang: 

Don't follow leaders, 
Watch the parking meters. 

The asshole. 
Cover: This month's "grabber" is by 
Michael Gross, Art Director of the 
National Lampoon, or Lampoon Na-
tionale, as it is known in the tiny town 
of Mal-de-Mer, France, where, as 
elsewhere in the fancy art-conscious 
European continent, mention of the 
name "Gross" will get you les yeux 
morts (blank stares). After graduat
ing with honors from Brooklyn's pres
tigious Hudson River School, Michael 
spent an anno (worth about 4*/2 
American months) in Mexico on the 
Olympic Design Committee, whose 
startling graphics were generally cred
ited with sparing Mexico the trouble
some crowds of spectators that have 
spoiled so many previous Olympiads. 
Prior to joining the NatLamp team, 
Mike worked at Better Gums and 
Bicuspids, Bush and Shrub, and the 
American Journal of Institutional 
Food. In his spare time he raises hack
les and forges Monets. 
Mea Culpa: In the December issue, 
the name of Walt Smith, coauthor 
(with Terry Catchpole) of "This is 
Your Life . . . Francis Gary Powers," 
was inadvertently omitted from the 
article heading, o 
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IF YOU THINK EUROPE 
WAS CHEAP THIS SUMMER, 

YOU SHOULD SEE IT THIS WINTER. 

$190 
For your next holiday you can be in London for $190. Rome $199. Paris 

$200. Or Greece $286. 
These are just some of TWA's low round trip fares for youths between the 

agesof l2and25. 
Who knows how much longer they'll be in effect, so for more details call 

TWA. 
And to help you save money when you're on vacation, send for TWA's new 

Getaway* Kit. 
It's free and it will tell you where you can get... 

BED, BREAKFAST AND SIGHTSEEING 
FOR ONLY $4.30 A DAY. 

Only TWA offers you the Stutelpass* It is a book of vouchers you can buy 
for 10,15, 20, 25, etc. days for just $4.30 a day. 

Each voucher entitles you to a bed, breakfast and sightseeing in 50 Euro
pean Cities. No advance reservations necessary. 

The kit also tells you where to... 

RENTACAR FOR JUST $3.65 A DAY. 
In over 15 European Cities, you can drive a car all around the city for just 

$3.65 a day, plus gas and 4VW per kilometer. 
And how to save money with... 

SPECIAL SKI TOURS. 
TWA has some of the lowest priced ski tours to Vail, Aspen, and Steamboat. 
Or if you want to ski the Alps, take a TWA tour. It saves you over 50% of 

the cost of travelling alone. 
The kit also tells you how to get a... 

GETAWAYCARD. 
You'll receive an application blank. There's no minimum income require

ment. And no yearly maintenance fee. 
Use your Getaway Card to charge airfare, Stutelpasses, tours, almost 

everything. And then take up to two years to pay. 
Now what's even easier than getting away for the holidays, is getting a 

Getaway Kit. 
Just use the coupon. 

Service marks owned exclusively by TWA. 

The Europe prices shown above apply to New York departures . 
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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UOWIRMI MUM I WH5SL i§ I S M3L ̂ uSfS^^kdESEmBk 
1 Any One or Two Dollar Poster in this Ad, FREE! WITH ORDER OF $5.00 OR MORE ) 

JAN-4 n. 1KB-17 
VWolvvoi- iK s 

Y 7 DA VINCI AT WOOLWORTHSI 
Comment on Commercialism. Beautiful 
Full Color Reproduction on Parchment
like paper. 2 l " x J 8 " . $1.96 

Y-29 TEAR DROP. 22" * 
S1.B0 28". S1.50 

<V»®l")(s?y Monochrome Photo Poster's by Tony Curran All Posters $ 1 . 5 0 Each e/«®M(3Sy 

V :i EROTIC DESIGN <2 
by Eric Losfeld ru*t brown 
on coated stock. 23"x29" 

$1.60 

Y-13 GENERAL. Drawing 
General loading people Into 
rifle. Full color. 22"x30". 

$1.00 
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• • * • • • • • • • • • • • • • • * • • • • • • • • • • * * 
Each of the prints below are exquisitely printed on bone white stock 

and are suitable for framing. (Printed in Holland) 

I.C. ESCHER PRINTS $3.00 EACH 

ALL THE TIRED 
HORSES. Full color col
lage. 20"»30". $2.00 

E4 REPTILES 

* • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • * • • • * 

lli\sdl. 

Y-72 EXPRESS THYSELF 
Photo progression. Full col
or photo. 24"x30". $2.00 

SAY YES BE AFFIRMATIVE 
1 pledge that despite world conditions 

I am an affirmative person and there 

fore deserve a free plastic coated YES 

button with my order • Yes • No 

n* —,'irmwmin-..«h'BHH7iViB - -a 
I For quick delivery, send check, cash or money order to 

YES ART POSTERS 

Box 408; 

New York , N.Y. 100 I I 

Depl. P-3 

Add 75^ for Postage and Handling on all orders. 

Please send me the items circled below. 

NO MINIMUM ORDER REQUIRED. 

A-5 A-8 A-9 

A-32 A-34 A-35 

B-20 

B-41 

B-55 

E-5 

Y-8 

Y-39 

Y-51 

Y-67 

Y-78 

Y-86 

Y-91 

Y-100 

Y-203 Y -204 Y-205 Y-206 

Y-208 Y-209 Y-210 Y-21 1 Y -214 

| Y-220 Y-221 Y-222 Y-223 Y-228 

| FREE BONUS! Any poster in this ad FREE with order of 

$5.00 or more. Write « of your free poster here 

A-11 
B-3 

B-21 

B-46 

B-56 

E-8 

Y-13 

Y-40 

Y-55 

Y-72 

Y-79 

Y-87 

Y-92 

Y-101 

A-31 

B-17 

B-23 

B-47 

E-1 

Y-2 

Y-29 

Y-42 

Y-60 

Y-74 

Y-80 

Y-88 

Y-93 

Y-104 

Zip 
New York City residents add 7% city sales tax. Other 
New York State residents add applicable sales tax. If not I 
satisfied, return order after 10-day examination and mon
ey will be refunded. Yes Art Posters, 1971. | 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



SPECIAL RECORD BARGAINS 
ROCK • FOLK • CLASSICAL 

Order Now! Save up to 250% over original retail prices 
FS-252 COLEMAN HAWKINS-One of jazz's a l l -
t ime saxophone greats. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-211 CARLOS MONTOYA - Master of the 
guitar. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-260-BUDDY RICH-Drum magic. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3225 SITAR MUSIC OF INDIA- lndia National 
Sitar Ensemble. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-229 FOUNDATIONS OF MODERN J A Z Z -
Charl ie Mingus, Kai Winding, Osie Johnson, 
Thad Jones, etc. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

CS233 BEETHOVEN-Quartet in E Flat, Op. 127. 
The Fine Arts Quartet. A connoisseur's per
formance, in every sense of the word. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

5550 DOCUMENTARY TALKING BLUES-Pat 
Foster and Dick Weissman in a Col lect ion of 
Work, Union and Documentary Songs of the 
'30's and '40's. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3131 CLASSICAL FLAMENCO GUITAR-Mar io 
Escudero; Alberto Velez—Guitar, and Anita 
Ramos—Castanets. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3287 LAURINDO ALMEIDA - Spanish Guitar 
Recital. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3216 JOSE GRECO-F lamenco Rhythms. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3307 STRAVINSKY LE SACRE DU PRINTEMPS. 
Ernest Ansermet conduct ing L'Orchestre De 
La Suisse Romande. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3086 BEETHOVEN SYMPHONY # 5 and EG-
MONT OVERTURE-Joseph Krips conduct ing 
the London Symphony Orchestra. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

1010 ODETTA SINGS BALLADS AND BLUES. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3044 GROFE: GRAND CANYON SUITE. Con
certo for Piano and Orchestra in D Minor 
(World Premiere Recording): Ferde Grofe con
duct ing the Rochester Philharmonic Orchestra. 
Jesus Maria Sanroma, piano. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3067 GEORGE GERSHWIN. Rhapsody in B l u e -
An American in Paris. Wil l iam Steinberg con
duct ing The Pittsburgh Symphony Orchestra; 
Jesus Sanroma, Soloist. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

SQN102 AN ANTHOLOGY OF FOLK MUSIC. 
Including Woody Guthrie, Pete Seeger, Rod 
McKuen, Josh White, Odetta, etc. 5-record set. 
Pub. at $24.90 Only $9.90 

3002 COPLAND-Appalachian Spring—Ballet. 
W. Susskind conduct ing the London Symphony 
Orchestra. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

2094 JOSH W H I T E - l n Memoriam. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

2060 AT HOME WITH THE CLANCY BROTHERS 
& TOMMY MAKEM and their famil ies. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

2066 SOUTHERN PRISON BLUES. Recorded at 
The Louisiana State Penitentiary. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-239 1959 MONTEREY JAZZ FESTIVAL. 
J i m m y W i t h e r s p o o n , Ear l " F a t h a " H i n e s , 
Woody Herman, Coleman Hawkins, Mel Lewis, 
Roy Eldridge, Ben Webster, 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3184 PIERRE BOULEZ CONDUCTS THE DO-
MAINE MUSICAL ENSEMBLE IN A TRIBUTE 
TO STRAVINSKY. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3200/10 YOUNG PEOPLE'S INTRODUCTION 
TO THE GREAT COMPOSERS AND THEIR 
MUSIC. 275 select ions of the 10 greatest 
composers. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

CS250 BACH-ART OF THE FUGUE. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3221 PIANO MUSIC OF ERIK SATIE-Jacques 
Fevrier and Georges Auric. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-231 1947 WNEW SATURDAY NIGHT SWING 
SESSION. A live recording. Roy Eldridge, Flip 
Phil l ips, Buddy Rich, Mel Torme, etc. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

1020 NEGRO PRISON SONGS COLLECTED BY 
ALAN LOMAX. From the Mississippi State 
Penitentiary. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-250 SARAH VAUGHAN-Guest Art ists: Bud 
Powell, Charl ie Parker, Dizzy Gil lespie, Teddy 
Wi lson, Bil ly Taylor, Don Byas, J. C. Heard. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3148/4 BRAHMS FOUR SYMPHONIES, COM
PLETE. Wil l iam Steinberg and The Pittsburgh 
Symph.; Leopold Stokowski and The Houston 
Symph.; Adr ian Boult and The Phi lharmonic 
Promenade; Heinrich Hollreiser and The Bam
berg Symphony. 4-record set. 
Pub. at $19.92 Only $7.92 

CS-501/3 BARTOK, QUARTETS COMPLETE-
Nos. 1 through 6. Fine Arts Quartet. 3-record 
set. 
Pub. at $14.94 Only $5.94 

Louis Armstrong *S> 
nimEmowflffl 

3312 LOUIS ARMSTRONG-ln Memoriam. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3195 JOHN WILLIAMS. The Virtuoso Guitar. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

1035 COUNTRY BLUES. L ightnin ' Hopkins. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-249 DUKE ELLINGTON - Volume I I - T h e 
Early Years. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-222 JOHN LEE HOOKER. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-257 PETE FOUNTAIN - New Orleans Al l 
Stars. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

GS62 THE STAPLE SINGERS-Prize perform
ances by the giants of gospel music. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

SQN101 THE CLASSICAL GUITAR. Andres Se
govia, Laurindo Almeida, John Wil l iams, Carlos 
Montoya and others. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

FS-242 BROWNIE AND SONNY-Brown ie Mc-
Ghee and Sonny Terry. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

3110 BEETHOVEN SYMPHONY # 9 (CHORAL) 
—Joseph Krips conduct ing the London Sym
phony Orchestra. 
Pub. at $4.98 Only $1.98 

I — — — M A I L THIS COUPON T O D A Y ! ! - — , 
21ST CENTURY RECORDS 
Dept. 172, 635 Madison Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10022 
Please send me the record bargains circled below. 
MINIMUM ORDER $3. 
Add 35t per title for shipping. 
Enclosed fine Send check or 
money order only. Payable to 21st Century Records. 
Sales Tax: For delivery in N.Y.C., add 7%. For 
delivery elsewhere in New York State, add 6%. 

FS211 FS222 FS229 FS231 FS239 FS242 
FS249 FS250 FS252 FS257 FS260 GS62 

SQN101 SQN102 CS233 CS250 CS501/3 1010 
1020 1035 2060 2066 2094 3002 
3044 3067 3086 3110 3131 3148/4 
3184 3195 3200/10 3216 3221 3225 
3287 3307 3312 5550 

NAME 
(please print) 

(address) 

TcTfyT (state) TW 
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Pornography Poster War Is Not Unprofitable 

Introducing the first 
National Lampoon posters, 

Full-size, full-color posters of three of 
the most popular National Lampoon 

covers ever published. 

There's Rick Meyerowitz's romantic 
"Mona Gorilla," Kelly Freas's portrait 
of that legendary folk hero Lt. Calley, 

and Dick Hess's historic story and 
pictures of the Pornography Menace. 

We've also included the popular Liberty 
magazine Pulitzer Prize Antiwar Poster -
probably the most famous antiwar poster 

ever created—and the latest Lampoon 
posters: this issue's "Nothing Sacred" cover, 

created by National Lampoon Art Director, 
Michael Gross, and Michael O'Donoghue's 

"War Is Not Unprofitable" poster. 

The posters vary slightly in size, being 
just under two-feet wide and slightly more 
than two feet in height. You can buy them 

for $1.50 each. If you want any three of them, 
you save a buck—it's $3.50 for three, 

$4.50 for four, $6.50 if you want all six. 
There's a postage-and-handling charge of 

' 50 cents for each order 
(not each poster, but each order). 
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Sirs: 
Who do you people think you are, 

making fun of blind people? The sight
less can perform most activities as well, 
or in some cases, better than the average 
looker. As you may notice, though blind 
since birth, I am able to type this letter 
to you without difficulty, the only dif
ference being that I have a little trouble 
with my margins because sometimes I 
run out of paper without even realiz-

Sirs: 
Gess what. The littel lite in the re-

frijerador does go off when you cloz 
the dor. 

Stevie de Young 
Mt. Auburn Cemetery 

Cambridge, Mass. 

Sirs: 
Did you hear the one about Raymond 

Dart, the famous archeologist, and the 

French playwright Georges Feydeau? 
"Hey Raymond," asked Feydeau, 

"gotta match?" 
"Sure," riposted Dart, "your farce 

and my adze!" 
Jean Genet 

Sirs: 
Did you hear the one about Nihat 

Erim, the Premier of Turkey, and Arch
bishop Iakovos, the Primate of the 
Greek Orthodox Church? 

"Hey Iakovos," asked Erim, "gotta 
match?" 

"Sure," returned Iakovos, "your fez 
and my apse." 

Harry O'Nassis 
Skyros, Greece 

sirs: 
what's so funny about a double am

putee trying to type a letter/ just be
cause they can't reach the shift key at 
the same time to make capitals doesn't 
mean they can't write good, the only 
thing you really have to look out for 
when you type with your nose is an oc
casional tg89km.dt! sneeze. 

e. e. cummings 
s. s. titanic 

Sirs: 
Where do you guys get off, writing 

jokes about epileptics? A lot of famous 
people have had epilepsy—I mean, 
even Caesar had seizures—and it's no 
joke trying to live a normal life, never 

knowing when the next convulsion 
will stri 

Sirs: 
The king wuz so plesed with his serv-

ent that he gave him a plover's eg the 
size of an emrald. 

The Old Switcheroo 
Penobscot, Maine 

Sirs: 
How about the one with Bjorn, the 

legendary Norse mariner, and Jack 
Kramer, the tennis champ? 

"Hey Jack," said Bjorn, "gotta 
match?" 

"Sure," replied Kramer, "your firth 
and my ace!" 

Dr. Linus Spaulding 
Hampton Court, Calif. 

Sirs: 
The nerve of you guys, picking on 

people just because they s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-
stutter. 

P. Pig 
Hollywood, Calif. 

Sirs: 
Qvhfh, szevm'g elf zhhslovh tig 

zmcgsrmt yvggvi gl wl drgs clfi grnv? 
(Hint: a=z, b=y, c=x, etc.) 

Uncle Ted's Brainteasers 
Wilmington, Del. 

Sirs: 
Don't forget the witch who wanted to 

be burned instead of beheaded because 

rds 34201 and Ampex Tapes. 

The legendary Curran Theater Concert, the single most important 
public appearance by the great satirical comedian in which he discusses 
cops, courts, judges, his various arrests and his fantasy of retribution. 
The Curran Concert was the turning point in Bruce's career; he tells about 
it and explains why in a tour de force of improvisation unique in the 
American theater. Now available for the first time three LP's for one low 
price of $11.98. If you want a sample, nibble a nosh for free. Fill out this 
coupon and we'll send you a little hit of Lenny at the Curran, a special 
7 inch sampler we have prepared for you. Just include 250 for handling. 

Also available on Fantasy, the original and 
still the best of Bruce on: "Two Interviews of 
Our Time"(7001)-"The Sick Humor of 
Lenny Bruce" (7003)-"! Am Not A Nut-Elect 
Me" (7007) -"Lenny Bruce, American" (7011) 
"The Best of Lenny Bruce" (7012). 

•e Fantasy Records 
P.O. Box 2005 
Berkeley, California 94702 

NL 1-72 

Name: 

Address: 

Oder expires 2-1-72 
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she'd rather have a hot stake than a 
cold chop. 

Juan Corona 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

Sirs: 
I'm gonna sit right down and write 

myself a letter. 
Smith Corona 

Harrisburg, Penn. 

Sirs: 
Hey! I really like that joke of 

Michael O'Donoghue's that goes: 
"Have any scars?" 
"Sorry, I don't smoke." 

(chuckle) 
Corona-Corona 
Havana, Cuba 

Sirs: 
As it turns out, it wasn't your mother-

in-law that fell from the freight train 
near Cleveland, just a keg of ready-
mixed pancake batter. 

Better luck next time. 
J. P. Donnally 

Lake County Coroner 
Cleveland, Ohio 

Sirs: 
For sale: "71 Buick 4-dr. ww tires, 

pwr wndws, brks, htr & radio. Some 
water damage. 

Car Owner 
Chappaquiddick, Mass. 

Ellen: 
Look, I'm sick and tired of you leav

ing letters out of this column, so make 
sure that you don't cut anything this 
time just so Gross can toss in some fag
got artwork. Omit my stuff once more, 
and you'll be out of here quicker than 
you can say "Help Wanted." I've got to 
stop writing and go see my folks in 
Jersey, so tell Henry to finish this 
column. I know I can always count on 
him in a pinch. 

Sirs: 

Making love 
is your business 
Keeping it private 
is ours. 

Whether you live in a big city with its crowded drugstores, or in a small 
town where people know each other so well, obtaining male contraceptives 
without embarrassment can be a problem. 

Now, Population Planning Associates has solved the problem... by offer
ing reliable, famous-brand male contraceptives through the privacy of the 
mail. Popular brands like Trojan and Sultan. The exciting pre-shaped Con-
ture. The supremely sensitive Prime. And many more. All are electronically 
tested and meet rigorous government standards of reliability. 

We'll be glad to send you our free illustrated brochure which describes 
the products and services that we have been bringing to 10,000 regular 
customers for nearly two years. Or send just $3 for a sampler of a dozen 
contraceptives—three each of the brands described above—plus our bro
chure. Money back if not delighted! 

Population Planning Associates, 105 North Columbia, Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514 

, Population Planning Associates, Dept. C-143 
• 105 North Columbia 
| Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514 
| Gentlemen: Please rush me, in plain package, 
I the sample assortment of one dozen described 

above, for which I enclose just $3. If not de-
I lighted with order, I may return unused portion 
| for full refund. 

| • Just send me your free illustrated brochure, 
without any obligation. 

address 

city 

state zip 

## If only I had this book 
when I was single!" 

Mike Jackson Contained in this book are actual inter
views with 25 beautiful girls. They tell 
you — in their very own words — exactly 
what it takes to pick them up. 
It's easy to handle girls once you've been 
introduced to them. But what if there's 
no one around to introduce you? If the 
girl of your dreams is a gorgeous stranger 
you see walking down the street? 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has all the 
answers. Here are just a few of the sure
fire techniques you can learn and master: 

How to make shyness work for you 
How to be sexy 
Best places to meet girls 
50 great opening lines 
World's greatest pickup technique 
Why women are dying to meet you 
How to get women to approach you 

Send for your copy right away. 
Within days, you can actually be 
picking up beautiful girls. 

The Northern Valley Co. 
Dept. NJ PO Box 5237 
Grand Central Station 
New York, NY 10017 ( 

Enclosed is $7.95. Rush me my copy of J 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS right away. 

_State_ .Zip-
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Today's 
Saturday Review 

is full of 
important ideas 

The first and most important idea is to use 
the order card or coupon provided to start 
America's thought-weekly coming to you 

regularly. At substantial savings. 

Ideas are the driving force of today's knowledge society. The 
launching pad for what we think and talk about . . . how we live, 
act, and react. 

Ideas are the driving force of today's expanded SATURDAY 
REVIEW. The launching pad for articles and features that make 
news and conversation, stimulate thought and action every week. 

SR articles are timely and relevant. Written by experts who 
express their viewpoints and concerns . . . offer sound, workable 
solutions for today's problems and tomorrow's challenges. A few 
examples from recent issues: 

The Dossier Invades the Home by Ralph Nader 
The Making of a Conservationist by Walter J. Hickel 
Mercury: How Much Are We Eating? 
by Peter and Katherine Montague 
What New Role for the People's Republic of China? 
by Richard C. Hottelet 
The Sexes: Getting It All Together by Faubion Bowers 
Fiction as a Social Gathering by Alfred Kazin 
The Failure of Federal Gun Control by Carl Bakal 
Toward a Military Welfare State? by Norman Cousins 

In addition, SATURDAY REVIEW brings your way one of the most 
vigorous editorial pages in America . . . wide-ranging feature 
columns that combine wit, wisdom, and opinion . . . delightful 
cartoons . . . material by — and for — religious leaders of all faiths 
. . . and those fascinating brain teasers: Double-Crostics, Literary 
I.Q., Wit Twisters, and Literary Cryptograms. 

TWELVE MAGAZINES FOR THE PRICE OF ONE 
SATURDAY REVIEW covers the subjects that influence, interest, and 
concern you. The magazine that started as the SATURDAY REVIEW 
OF LITERATURE is now the SATURDAY REVIEW of Literature . . . 
U.S. and World Affairs . . . Environment . . . MultiMedia (in
cluding Music and Recordings) . . . Education . . . Communica
tions . . . Travel . . . Business ̂  . Art . . . Theater . . . Movies 
. . . TV-Radio. 

A MAGAZINE THAT KEEPS GROWING 
As new topics and ideas become vital to our lives and futures, SR 
moves quickly to cover them. 

As a result, your own interests and horizons expand as SATURDAY 
REVIEW continues to grow and cover new ground week after week. 

All of which explains why SR is now read by more than two 
million men and women each week. People whose time — like 
your own — is limited — but whose interests are not. 

Enjoy all of SATURDAY,REVIEW'S important ideas in the weeks 
and months ahead. Start right now by enjoying SR's idea of a 
money-saving, get-acquainted offer! 

S P E C I A L I N T R O D U C T O R Y R A T E 
FORNEWSUBSCRIBERSONLY 

34 I S S U E S 
OINLY 3.97 

(a $17.00 newsstand value; regularly $7.85 by subscription) 

Money-Back Guarantee: If SATURDAY REVIEW isn't all you expect 
and hope for, you may cancel your subscription at any time and 
receive a full refund. Not the usual refund on unmailed copies, 
but your money back in full. Use postage-free card or coupon 
below to enter your subscription. 

SATURDAY REVIEW 
380 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10017 

Please enter my introductory subscription to Saturday 
Review for 34 issues at only $3.97. 

• Payment enclosed • Bill me 
(Offer good only in U.S. and Canada) 

Name-

Address 

(please print) 

Cily-

State. -Zip-
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In a novel experiment arising out of a 
successful suit charging discrimina
tory employment practices and wide
spread patterns of defacto segrega
tion, a precedent-setting-court-ordered 
enforced bussing plan began in Mil
waukee last week. Under the plan, 
thirty-seven white employees of the 
Harwell Data Systems, Inc., of subur
ban Crystal Lake, Wisconsin, are 
being transported by bus 15.6 miles to 
the Midgit Car Wash Co. on Lake 
Street in Milwaukee's predominantly 
black Near North Side. At the same 
time, forty-one black employees of the 
car-washing concern are being bussed 
from their homes to Harwell's sophis
ticated hardware-assembly facility. 
The bussing, which affects about a 
third of each of the company's em
ployees; was designed to achieve a 
racial balance in the two plants ap
proximately reflecting that of the 
Greater Milwaukee area. Prior to the 
court decision, Harwell Data Systems 
was 99.6 percent white and the Midgit 
Car Wash was 94.8 percent black. 

Although wives and children of the 
Harwell workers had expressed con
cern that their fathers might be sub
ject to abuse, physical assaults, and 
a generally lower standard of employ
ment opportunities, the desegregation 
plan, which had encountered fierce op
position when it was first announced, 
appeared to go smoothly. As the buses 
rolled on the first morning, only two 
of the thirty-seven white employees 
affected failed to appear, and a calm, 
"business as usual" atmosphere pre
vailed at both of the companies in
volved. A protest scheduled at the 
gates of Harwell's Crystal Lake plant 
was quiet and orderly and attracted 
less than a dozen people to the picket 
lines. 

The dire predictions of confusion 
and chaos made earlier by a number 
of citizens groups in the Crystal Lake 
area have yet to materialize. The 
former programmers and systems en
gineers appear to be having about 
the same difficulty learning to operate 

buffers, soapers, and traction devices 
as the onetime car washers are having 
with the complex computers, but 
neither of the operations seems to 
have suffered any serious dislocations. 

Both companies anticipated a peri
od of adjustment and pledged their 
best efforts to make the program work. 
J. Tomlinson Brentwood, chief exec
utive officer of Harwell, and Chester 
"Mutha" Charles, manager of Midgit, 
have arranged to meet regularly to 
discuss problems. 

Several other cases involving bus
sing programs of a similar nature are 
pending in the southern Wisconsin 
area, including one which seeks to pair 
a lathemaking plant owned by the 
giant Larrabee Machine Tool Com
pany with two pool halls, a shoeshine 
parlor, a maintenance service, and a 
chain of soul-food restaurants. And, 
in a parallel action, the outcome of 
which is being watched closely across 
the nation, a three-judge panel in 
southern Wisconsin is due to rule 
shortly on a suit to end the pattern 
of racial separation in Eau Claire and 
its suburbs, and there are early indica
tions that it may order bussing of 
housewives to supermarkets, movies, 
and integrated bridge clubs. 

A recent study by the Food and Drug 
Administration has revealed that over 
90 percent of all alcoholics started 
with beer. The yellowish-colored car
bonated beverage, which many groups 
have contended is harmless, contains 
up to 12 percent of ethanol (CsHsOH), 
the same active, ingredient found in 
much larger amounts in hard drinks, 
and consumption in small quantities 
appears to produce mild equivalents 
of the euphoria, hallucinations, and 
mental dissociation characteristic of 
users of more powerful substances. 
According to the study, large doses of 
beer, or "brew," as it is usually re
ferred to by habitual users, can lead 
to violent reactions, but ingestion of 
the amounts required is difficult with
out discomfort. The researchers failed 

continued 
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continued 

to discover a pattern of psychological 
dependence in users or a provable 
cause-effect link between the con
sumption of beer and addiction to 
stronger beverages, but cited "an at
mosphere of experimentation, famili
arity, and social acceptance" that 
favored the transition. 

The breakdown several months ago of 
the negotiations with the Attica in
mates and the ill feeling over Gover
nor Rockefeller's use of what many on 
the inside felt were "scare tactics" 
has raised the possibility that New 
York may lose the prison franchise to 
another state. Prison officials are said 
to be "studying closely" an offer by 
California to build a new one-thou
sand-cell-capacity domed penitentiary 
for the institution on the site of Al-
catraz, and a syndicate in Texas is 
reportedly in the running with a firm 
committment to construct an "Astro-
pen" in Houston. 

For the shopper who had the requisite 
self-restraint to refrain from purchas
ing coffee-table books at pre-Christ-
mas prices equal to the national debt 
of a half dozen East African republics, 
the remaindered section of many 
bookstores now offer at their post-
Christmas recycling prices a wide 

array of impressive bargains. Among 
them: 
Graffiti from the Great Wall. The first 
in what is bound to be a wave of books 
on China and things Chinese follow
ing the visit by President Nixon to 
China, this appetizing tome contains 
over a thousand examples of Cheiu-
hsin, the haiku-like scribbling on the 
masonry of the Great Wall, much of 
which dates back to the Wan Li period 
and earlier. Among the best of the 
"from - the - candle*- of - the - mind -drip
pings" or "any of a group of bronze 
lantern-plates, especially the fonti-
cule," as Cheiu-hsin has been various
ly translated, are "Tao made me a 
seeker after truth," attributed to Lao 
T'se; and the subscription, probably 
by a pupil, "If I give Tao some silk, 
will he make me one, too?" and the 
anonymous "The Lord Fang sucks 
one-thousand-year-old eggs." 
Spa. In yet another of the real-life 
adventure stories that have made his 
name a household word, Thor Heyer-
dahl tells the gripping story of the 
trip he and a carload of international 
explorers took up the Palisades Park
way in a rented Cadillac with the top 
down to prove his theory that the 
Poconos were settled before the war 
by stand-up comedians from the Copa. 
The Best of Scanlan's. A lush, indis
pensable anthology of some of the 

many blockbuster articles from the 
daring, if short-lived, publication that 
hit America like a bomb in the 
spring of 1970. The volume contains 
the famous exposes of luxury New 
York restaurants, which electrified the 
Third World; the complete controver
sial "Manual of Guerilla Tactics," in
cluding complete directions for turn
ing an ordinary kitchen sink into an 
inexhaustible source of a potent liquid 
that can rust machinery, ruin govern
ment documents, and short-circuit 
computers; "How to Cheat at Clock 
Solitaire Without Getting Caught by 
C.I.A. Agents or Other Pigs"; the re
cipe for itching powder; and the form
ula for quick-drying cement. Also in
cluded are instructions on how, for 
example, by climbing to the top of 
a tall building, any militant can turn 
the book itself into a deadly weapon 
for guerilla warfare. 
Battle Conches of the Chapultepecs. 
Relatively little is known about the 
Chapultepecs, a race of pre-Colum
bian clammers who lived on the shores 
of the Yucatan Peninsula until twen
ty-five minutes after the arrival of 
Pisarro, but what is known about them 
makes fascinating reading. Although 
their language consisted of only thir
teen words, all of which meanf'clam," 
and they regarded use of fire as proof 
of homosexual tendencies, they ap
pear to have had enough technical 
sophistication to invent a remarkable 
kitchen aid that could apparently 
dice, slice, and julienne fruits, vege
tables, almost anything, in just sec
onds. Their major art-form—and the 
subject of this lavish volume—was 
a form of seashell (Vincent Puglisi) 
which they decorated with pork strips, 
and, apparently totally unaware of 
the shells profound musical potential, 
used as clubs. 

The Moon Stones: A Portfolio of 
Lunar Rocks from the ApolloVoyages. 
Proving once again that art and sci
ence often go hand in hand, this dazz
ling volume abounds with stunning 
full-color pictures of all of the epochal 
pieces of lunar material brought back 
thus far on the Apollo missions, in
cluding the famous large gray stone, 
the noted medium-sized rock with the 
funny-looking streaks, and the his
tory-making oddly shaped pebble. 
/ Know Something You Don't Know. 
Author and personality Sidney Zion 
tells all in a highly informative little 
book that's bound to earn him some 
enemies. Among the secrets exposed 
are Jackie Onassis' maiden name, the 
identity of the mysterious occupant of 
Grant's Tomb, how many times 
around the world the cables of the 
George Washington Bridge would 
stretch if laid end to end, and the 
"unknown" stanzas of the National 
Anthem. • 

CRANK-MAIL 
FUNNY NOVELTY 
STATIONARY 
Made to look exactly l ike corporat ion s ta t i ona ry ! 
Shocks, tools and startles everyone. A great goo f ! 

12 Different stationary letterheads ( 8x11) , , ,p lus 
12 Matching envelopes ( 9 x 4 ) for only,$1.95 and 
25C postage. Money back guarantee! 

Printed black on exceptional quality white excut-
ive paper.Positively guaranteed to go through mail. 

Special Orders. . .12 of 1 k ind $2.50 & 25Cpost-
age.Orders sent out first class ft wi th in 4 days! So 
send cash.check or money order to the. . . 

CKANKMAIL COMPANY 
1 WEST B4TH, STREET 
NEW YORK, JV.Y. 1002S 

THESIS 12 DIFFERENT STATIONARY LETTERHEADS 
AND 12 MATCHING ENVELOPES ONLY $ 1 . 0 5 
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by Paul Krassner 

I have this radio show in San Fran
cisco which I do under the name of 
Rumpleforeskin. I also have a water 
bed named Silly Power. 

Once on my program I wondered 
aloud if people with water beds have 
any in-ritual that might serve as an 
equivalent to the way people in sports 
cars used to wave to each other pass
ing in the street when Volkswagon was 
not yet such a total tribute to Nazi 
rehabilitation that it was still a matter 
of status to own one. And I suggested, 
to those listeners who owned water 
beds—since they would all be hearing 
me simultaneously—that at the count 
of three they could all slosh around in 
whatever style I chose to orchestrate. 

There is, of course, enough polluted 
water around to fill innumerable water 
beds. But somewhere in Beverly Hills 
there is an individual who is wealthy 
enough to have filled one with only 
distilled water. A perfect example of 
a new concept in economics that must 
have Thorsten Veblen turning over in 
his Posturepedic coffin. Inspired by 

the implications of /^conspicuous 
Consumption, I announced on the 
radio that I had filled my water bed 
entirely with Cream of Mushroom 
soup. To my surprise, a week later 
several dozen cartons of cans of soup 
were delivered to my door. I called up 
the public relations director at the 
Campbell's Company. 

"Look," I said, "I can't accept your 
gift. The FCC is down on payola in 
whatever form." 

"Never fear," came the reply. "That 
shipment is altogether contaminated 
by botulism. It had to be recalled 
anyway. We just decided not to waste 
the soup." 

Thus reassured, I contacted a bunch 
of friends, and we had a can-opening 
party. We would pour the poisoned 
liquid into my bathtub, and whenever 
it became full, we would proceed to 
siphon the contents into my water 
bed. (The empty cans were brought 
to a recycling center.) I sleep better 
at night now, comforted by my own 
personal policy of containment. 

After a while you begin to develop 
an actual relationship with your water 
bed. When you leave the room, you 
pat it gently and it squishes good-bye 
and continues to pump itself as 
though an invisible couple were screw
ing on it. I have installed a special 
accessory, a moaning device, which is 
activated simply by motion, so that 
I've become fully accustomed to the 
presence of a third partner with every 
intercourse. Even when I sleep alone, 
should I happen to turn over in the 
middle of the night, there is simul
taneously this sensual-sounding Ooo-
oooohhh that accompanies the act. 

Yet all is not serene in the land of 
water beds. Reports have been filter
ing in, covering the spectrum of para
noia from impotence to death. Per
haps the most bizarre story was re

lated to me by a friend named Kate: 
"Well, me and my old man were 

balling on the water bed, and what 
happened was, you know how you can 
have one rhythm and your water bed 
can have another, and sometimes the 
two rhythms aren't precisely the 
same? Not only that, but sometimes, 
let's say you're on bottom, and you're 
on a downward thrust and your water 
bed is on an upward thrust. You have 
to be extremely careful to remain syn
chronized. Well, anyway, I was on the 
bottom and my legs were, you know, 
hanging over my old man's shoulders 
—position number fifty-five in the 
Kama Sutra, right?—and the thrust 
of the water bed made him involun
tarily withdraw his cock from my 
cunt, and on the return thrust, with 
no warning—let alone no lubrication 
—the Goddamned water bed forced 
his whole hard-on into my ass. I mean 
it was just jammed right in there. 
Even a rapist might engage in some 
foreplay. Perhaps a little spit. But this 
was so painful I cried for forty-five 
minutes. . . ." 

When I started doing my radio 
show, I vowed to myself that there 
was no sexual story that couldn't be 
translated into broadcastable terms. 
This one was a bit of a challenge, but I 
managed to communicate it to the 
listening audience through the use of 
terms like "Aperture A" and "Aper
ture B." 

I'm not sure exactly what conclu
sion is to be drawn from all this except 
maybe that God didn't intend there 
should be water beds any more than 
He intended there should be fucking 
in the asshole, but nevertheless they 
exist as living risks of free will. That 
my friend Kate suffers still from a dis
tended anus could, however, be easily 
interpreted by theologians as prede-
terminism in action. Not a conscious 
celestial retribution for defying Na
ture with vinyl, but rather, as summed 
up by the ultimate / Ching which 
Kate recently discovered in a Chinese 
fortune cookie: Man can cure disease 
but not fate. No wonder Communist 
China has finally been admitted to the 
United Nations. 

As for the glee of delegates that so 
dismayed American officials, we can 
but turn to the message of a Red 
Chinese fortune cookie: Rectum? It 
nearly killed 'em! 

An hour later, Kate and her old 
man were doing it again. One from 
aperture A, one from aperture B . . . . • 

Paul Krassner is Editor and Zen Bas
tard of The Realist ($3 a year) and 
author of How a Satirical Editor Be
came a Yippie Conspirator in Ten 
Easy Years ($7), available from The 
Realist, 595 Broadway, New York, 
7V.Y.' 10012. 
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777 GODSPELL 
Original Cast 
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS 

354 101 STRINGS 
Webb & Bacharach's 
Mi l l ion Sellers 
Alshi LP 

708 HANDEL 
Water Music 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 

825 NEIL DIAMOND 
Stones 
Uni LP, 8TR, CASS 

660 MARVIN GAYE 
What's Going On 
Tamla LP, 8TR, CASS 

423 FERRANTE & 
TEICHER Fiddler 
On The Roof 
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 

100 THREE DOG NIGHT 
Golden Bisqui ts 
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS 

824 ELTON JOHN 
Madman Across 
The Water 
Uni LP, 8TR, CASS 

700 TCHAIKOVSKY 
1812 Overture 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 

763 5TH DIMENSION 
Love's Lines 
Angles & Rhymes 
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS 

275 CANNED HEAT 
Live At 
Topanga Corral 
Wand LP, 8TR, CASS 

509 ROLLING STONES 
Sticky Fingers 
RolSt LP, 8TR, CASS 

424VIKKI CARR 
The Ways To 
Love A Man 
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 

374 MARY LOU WILLIAMS 
From The Heart 373 QUINTESSENTIAL 
Chlar LP, 8TR, CASS 

600 OCEAN 
Put Your Hand 
In The Hand 
KamSu LP, 8TR, CASS 

380 ABBIE HOFFMAN 
Wake Up America! 
BigTo LP, 8TR, CASS 

EARL HINES 
Chiar LP, 8TR, CASS 

405 BOBBY GOLDSBORO 
Watching Scotty Grow 
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 

760 PARTRIDGE FAMILY 
Up To Date 
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS 

827 CHER 
Kapp LP, 8TR, CASS 

355 101 STRINGS 
Beatles' M i l l ion 
Sellers 
Alshi LP 

614 SHA NANA 
KamSu LP, 8TR, CASS 

773 LAWRENCE OF 
ARABIA Original 
Soundtrack 
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS 

665 JACKSON 5 
Goin' Back 
To Indiana 
Motow LP, 8TR, CASS 

826 SONNY & CHER 
Live 
Kapp LP, 8TR, CASS 

420 IKE 8. TINA 
TURNER Nuff Said 
UniAr LP, 8TR, CASS 

903 THE DONNY 
OSMOND ALBUM 
MGM LP, 8TR, CASS 

TYPICAL 
"EXTRA DISCOUNT 

$4.98 LPs average as low as 
$5.98 LPs average as low as 

| 

"SALE 1 
$1.69 
$2.04 

Savings of 66% or more from recent Club sales up 
to $3.94 per LP. Start these giant savings now... not 
after you fulfill your obligation like the other clubs. 

Label 
BLACK SABBATH-Master of 

Reality WarBr 
ANDY WILLIAMS-You've 

Got A Friend Colum 
BURT BACHARACH A&M 
JEFFERSON AIRPLANE—Bark Grunt 
BARBRA JOAN STREISAND Colum 
MOODY BLUES-Every Good 

Boy Deserves Favour Thres 
THE DOORS-L.A. Woman Elekt 
KRIS KRISTOFFERSON—Silver 
Tongued Devil & 1 Monum 
PAUL McCARTNEY-Ram Apple 
CAROLE KING—Tapestry Ode 
JOHN DENVER-Poems, 

Prayers & Promises RCA 

List 
Price 

5.98 

5.98 
5.98 
5.98 
5.98 

b.98 
5.98 

4.98 
5.98 
b.98 

5.98 

Average 
Club 
Price 

2.04 

2.04 
2.04 
2.04 
2.04 

2.04 
2.04 

1.69 
2.04 
2.04 

2.04 

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA—The World's Largest Record and Tape Club 
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Yes, take your pick of these great hits right now! Choose any 3 Stereo LPs (worth up to $20.94) or any 1 Stereo Tape (cartridge 
or .cassette, worth up to $13.96) FREE. . . as your welcome gift f rom Record Club of America when you join at the low lifetime 
membership fee of $5.00. You can defer your selection of FREE items and choose f rom an expanded list later if you can't f ind 
3 LPs or 1 Tape here. We make this amazing offer to introduce you to the only record and tape club offering guaranteed discounts 
of 33V3% to 79% on all labels—with no obligation or commitment to buy anything ever. As a member of this one-of-a-kind club 
you wil l be able to order any record or tape commercial ly available, on every label—including all musical preferences. No automatic 
shipments, no cards to return. We ship only what you order. Moneyback guarantee if not satisfied. 

118 THREE DOG NIGHT 117 JAMES GANG 353 101 STRINGS 123 STEPPENWOLF 
Harmony Live In Concert Love Story For Ladies Only 
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS ABC LP, 8TR, CASS Alshi LP Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS 

270DI0NNEWARWICKE 
Greatest Movie Hits 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS 

764 MOUNTAIN 
Nantucket Sleighride 
Windf LP 

264 GUESS WHO 
Born In Canada 
Wand LP, 8TR, CASS 

060 JESUS CHRIST 
SUPERSTAR 
(2 record set) 
Decca LP, 81R, CASS 

273 B. J. THOMAS 
Raindrops Keep Fallin' 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS 

705 CHOPIN 
Polonaises 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 

774 5TH DIMENSION 
Reflections 
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS 

908 ERIC BURD0N & 
JIMMY WITHER-
SP00N Guilty 
MGM LP, 8TR, CASS 

905 2001: 
A Space Odyssey 
MGM LP, 8TR, CASS 

770 THE PARTRIDGE 
FAMILY SOUND 
MAGAZINE 
Bell LP, 8TR, CASS 

308 JOAN BAEZ 
Joan Baez 5 
Vangu LP, 8TR, CASS 

900 OSMONDS 
Homemade 
MGM LP, 8TR, CASS 

119 GRASS ROOTS 
Their 16 
Greatest Hits 
Dunhi LP, 8TR, CASS 

707 RC0A STEREO SYS
TEMS TEST RECORD 
Yorks LP 

704 BEETHOVEN 
Piano Sonatas 
Yorks LP, 8TR, CASS 

370 JAMES TAYLOR & 
The Flying Machine 
Eupho LP 

263 B. J. THOMAS 
Greatest Hits Vol. 1 
Scept LP, 8TR, CASS 

817 THE WHO 
Who's Next 
Decca LP, 8TR, CASS 

NOW YOU CAN 267 DI0NNE WARWICKE 
I'll Never Fall 

W?«,CASS CHARGE IT, TOO! 

AT LAST A RECORD AND TAPE CLUB WITH NO "OBLIGATIONS"—ONLY BENEFITS! 
Ordinary record and tape clubs make you choose 
from a few labels—usually their own! They make 
you buy up to 12 records or tapes a year-usually 
at list price-to fulfill your obligation. And if you 
forget to return their monthly card—they send 
you an item you don't want and a bill for $4.98, 
$5.98, $6.98, or $7.98! In effect, you may be 
charged almost double for your records and tapes. 

BUT RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA 
ENDS ALL THAT! 

We're the largest all-label record and tape club 
in the world. Choose any LP or tape (cartridges 
and cassettes), including new releases. No 
exceptions! Take as many, or as few, or no 
selections at all if you so decide. Discounts are 
GUARANTEED AS HIGH AS 79% OFF! You always 
save at least 33V&%. You get best sellers for as 
low as 99(. 

NO AUTOMATIC SHIPMENTS 
With our Club there are no cards which you must 
return to prevent shipment of unwanted LPs or 
tapes (which you would have to return at your 
own expense if you have failed to send written 
notice not to ship). The postage alone for return
ing these cards each month to the other clubs 
costs almost an additional $2.40. We send only 
what you order. 

HOW CAN WE BREAK ALL RECORD 
AND TAPE CLUB RULES? 

We are the only major record and tape club NOT 
OWNED . . . NOT CONTROLLED . . . NOT SUBSIDIZED 
by any record or tape manufacturer anywhere. 
Therefore, we are not obliged by company policy 
to push any one label. Nor are we prevented by 
distribution commitments from offering the very 
newest LPs and tapes. 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY MEMBERSHIP OFFER 
Join RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA now and take 
advantage of this special Introductory Member
ship Offer. Choose any 3 LPs or any 1 tape shown 
here (worth up to $20.94) and mail coupon with 
check or money order for $5.00 membership fee 

(a small handling and mailing fee for your free 
LPS or tapes will be sent later). If you can't find 
3 LPs or 1 tape here, you can defer your selec
tion and choose from expanded list later. This 
entitles you to LIFETIME MEMBERSHIP-and you 
never pay another club fee. Your savings have 
already more than made up for the nominal 
membership fee. 

NOW YOU CAN CHARGE IT 
If you prefer, you may charge your membership 
to one of your credit cards. We honor four dif
ferent plans. Check your preference and fil.-in 
your account number on the coupon. 

LOOK WHAT YOU GET 
• FREE Lifetime Membership Card - guarantees 

you brand new LPs and tapes at discounts up 
to 79% . . . Never less than Vi off. 

• FREE Giant Master LP and Tape Catalog-lists 
thousands of all readily available LPs and 
tapes (cartridges and cassettes) of all labels 
(including foreign)... all musical categories. 

• FREE Disc and Tape Guide - The Club's own 
Magazine, and special Club sale announcements 
which regularly bring you news of just-issued 
new releases and "extra discount" specials. 

• FREE ANY 3 Stereo LPs or any 1 Tape shown 
here (worth up to $20.94) .with absolutely no 
obligation to buy anything ever! 

GUARANTEED INSTANT SERVICE 
All LPs and tapes ordered by members are 
shipped same day received (orders from the 
Master Catalog may take a few days longer). ALL 
RECORDS AND TAPES GUARANTEED-factory new 
and completely satisfactory or replacements will 
be made without question. 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
If you aren't absolutely delighted with our dis
counts (up to 79%)-return items within 10 days 
and membership fee will be returned AT ONCE! 
Join over two million budget-wise record and 
tape collectors now. 

HRECORD CLUB OF AMERICA 
CLUB HEADQUARTERS 
YORK, PENNSYLVANIA 17405 V 023C 

Yes-Rush me a lifetime Membership Card, Free 
Giant Master LP & Tape Catalog, and Disc & Tape 
Guide,at this Special Membership Offer. Also send 
me the 3 FREE LPs or 1 FREE tape which I have 
indicated below (with a bill for a small mailing and 
handling charge). I enclose my $5.00 lifetime mem
bership fee. This entitles me to buy any LPs or tapes 
at discounts up to 79%, plus a small mailing and 
handling charge. I am not obligated to buy any rec
ords or tapes—no yearly quota. If not completely 
delighted I may return items above within 10 days 
for immediate refund of membership fee. 

or 1 FREE TAPE 
• 8 track 
• cassette 

or • Defer Selection-send expanded list. 
Mr. 
Mrs. 
Miss. 

Address. 

City. .State. - Z i p -

All Servicemen write Soc. Sec. # 
CHARGE IT to my credit card. I am charging my 
$5.00 membership (mailing and handling fee for each 
FREE LP and tape selected will be added). 
Check one: • Diners Club • Master Charge 

• American Express • BankAmericard 

Acct. # . .Expiration Date-

Signature — 
CANADIANS mail coupon to above address. Orders 
will be serviced in Canada by Record Club of Canada. 
Prices vary slightly. j 

RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA-The World's Lowest Priced Record and Tape Club 
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



by Commander Barkf eather 

::,-. , 
K* 
# 

Thedford, Nebraska: Suffering from jumentism, the inability to distinguish among 
barnyard animals, farmer Lloyd Wessel has come up with the unique solution of 
actually painting the name of the animal in question on its side. When dealing with 
more than one animal, Lloyd breaks up the monotony with separate labels such as 
"Chicken," "Another Chicken," and "Yet Another Chicken." 

Washington, D.C.: Never one to pass up a 
good joke,Vice-President Spiro T. Agnew 
flashes the old "rabbit ears" behind his 
daughter Susan during a recent inter
view. As the Veep later explained, "I just New York City, New York: "The Doublemint Twins are getting a new image," an-
can't resist kidding around. Get Dick to nounces Doublemint Gum president, N. Nelson Forster. "We needed the human 
tell you about the time I slipped a rubber touch—something freaky the kids could identify with. Beyond just promoting our 
cockroach into Prime Minister Thanom product, the campaign will point out the advantages of chewing gum over taking 
Kittikachorn's onion dip." LSD, which might cause birth defects such as this." 
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San Francisco, California: Here's the latest 
masterpiece from the brush of famed art
ist Walter Keane. According to his press 
agent, the West Coast painter has taken 
an interest in the ever-growing Battered-
Child Syndrome and plans a series of 
child-abuse studies which will include 
Maimed Tots of Many Lands and 
Natalie Wood As a Child Run Over by 
a Station Wagon. 

Coral Gables, Florida: Suppressed for years, 
this photograph, smuggled by secret 
sources out of a restricted testing area 
where Naval scientists are studying ma
rine-life speech, reveals that dolphins are, 
as often rumored, carnivorous. Shown 
here, an aging aquamaid is being thrown 
to the flesh-eating denizens of the deep, 
who stand on their tails shouting, "More 
food! More food!" 

San Diego, California: It's out of the closets and into the chapel for actresses Joan 
Crawford and Miss Helen Hayes. "We've been mad about each other for years," 
explained the grand old lady of the American stage, "and when Joan popped the 
question last week, I said to myself, 'Fuck it! Why not?' " The two hope to be wed 
this November in a simple ceremony performed by the Reverend Troy Perry. 

Cotuit, Massachusetts: In an ingenious at
tempt to bolster the failing cranberry 
industry, the Bay State Cranberry Asso
ciation hired scores of attractive women 
to sit nude for five minutes in each barrel 
of cranberries prior to shipping. Backed 
with slogans such as "These berries are 
blushing red!" and "How'd you like to get 
into her bog?" sales rose noticeably until 
the Federal Drug Administration stepped 
in last week to halt the operation. 
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New cars for 
only $125 

over dealer cost. 

Call toll free 
(800) 631-1972 

CAR/PUTER—amazing computer
ized service endorsed by con
sumer advocates and major na
tional publications tells you how 
much dealer pays for the new car 
you want, including all options. 
So you hold trump card when you 
bargain with dealer of yourchoice. 
Or, order the car through us for 
only $125 over actual cost. For 
FREE information, call toll free 
anywhere in U.S. (800) 631-1972. 

SPECIAL: Authoritative 106-. 
page 1972 Annual Consumer 
Guide compares new car per
formances. Little-known meth
ods of low cost financing, in
suring, plus lots more to help 
you get best deals. (Newsstand 
price $3.95). Only$1 withthisad. 

CAR/PUTER DATA BANK, Dept.MAios 
1603 Bushwick Avenue/Brooklyn, N.Y. 11207 

E a c h 
4 f O P ^ S Postpaid 

Colorful, sew-on heavily embroidered patches 
won't shrink or fade. Order by number from: 

GENERATION GAP 
P.O. Box 5TV Madison Square Post Office 

New York, N.Y. 10010 

OftfSB 
JUNE, 1970/BLIGHT: With Sludge Magazine, Beauty Tips for Mutants, Our Threatened Nazis, Jean 
Shepherd's S.P.L.ArT., Mort Gerberg's Pollutionland, and Michael O'Donoghue's Extinction Game. 
AUGUST, 1970/PARANOIA: What would America be like as a second-rate power? Read We're Only 
Number Two. Also, a Paranoia Map of the World, Is Nixon Dead? (well, is he?) and The Secret of 
San Clemente. 
SEPTEMBER, 1970/SHOW BIZ: Get your mezzanine seats now for the MGM Blackmail Auction, 
Screen Slime Magazine, Raquel Welch Laid Bare, Diary of a New Left Starlet, and College Concert 
Comix! 
NOVEMBER, 1970/NOSTALGIA: A spin out on Memory Lane. Read reminiscences by Jean Shepherd; 
the 1896 Sears, Roebuck Sex Catalogue; The Fifties: A Special Section; 1936: A Space Odyssey; 
and The Death Song Game. 
DECEMBER, 1970/CHRISTMAS: Prepare now for the next ghastly hollydaze with Gahan Wilson's 
Xmas Horrors, The Santology Handbook, I Remember Jesus, and Tricia and the Prince Comics. 
JANUARY, 1971/WOMEN'S LIBERATION: Combat the Pink Peril with the Women's Lib Naughty 
Pinup Calendar, the Anti-Sexist Children's Book, a special Cosmopolitan Parody, and the expur
gated best seller. . . The Censorless Woman! 
FEBRUARY, 1971/HEAD ISSUE: Learn the mind-expanding powers of Kitty Litter in Michael 
O'Donoghue's Bummers, the Natlamp Special Stoned Section, Hermann Hesse's Siddhartha Clas
sic Comic, Madison Avenue, Marijuana Packs, and the 1971 Rolling Stone parody ("Mozart, We'll 
Miss You!")! 
MARCH, 1971/CULTURE: Tote that tome and lift that pinkie with Michael O'Donoghue's.How to 
Write Good, The Gracie Slick Handbook of Radical Dos & Don'ts, The Undiscovered Notebooks 
of Leonardo da Vinci, The Mantovanl Strain, and The Life and Times of Captain Bringdown. 
APRIL, 1971/ADVENTURE: Good God, Professor, it's . . . it's . . . Derby Dames on Parade, Tarzan 
of the Cows, Real Balls Adventure Magazine, The Philosopher Detective, The Great American 
Cereal Box, and free Booblegum Cards. 
MAY, 1971/THE FUTURE: Hop into our steam-powered Time Trolley and stumble backward into the 
World of Tomorrow. You'll be delighted that you won't live to see: the Zero Gravity Sex Manual 
{The NASA Sutra), Time Warp Comics, the Special Pull-Out " I f " Section, the 1906 National Lampoon, 
Attack of the 90-Foot Macrobes, and Toilets of the Extraterrestrials. 
JUNE, 1971/RELIGION: Listen, it's getting to be a real pain in the ass coming up with kicky lead-ins 
to stuff like Natlamp's Inferno, Magic Made E-Z, The Prophet by Kahili Gibrish, I Dreamed I Was 
There In Overdose Heaven, and Buckminster Fuller-Charles Reich-Marshall McCluhan-Kate Millett 
Utopia Four Comix. 
JULY, 1971/PORNOGRAPHY: Get It up, off, and out of your system with My Secret Life by David 
Eisenhower, The Breast Game, Dirty Dick & Jane, Filthy Sherlock Holmes, Are You a Homo? and 
Everything You Always Wanted to Know about Sex (Aren't You Sorry You Asked?). 
AUGUST, 1971/BUMMER: Have a bad trip without illegal substances with Defeat Comics, Welfare 
Monopoly, the Special Canadian Supplement, and Right On!, the flick Jane Fonda was making 
while you thought she was working for the revolution. 
SEPTEMBER, 1971/KIDS: Visit Elolse at the Hotel Dlxee, meet high adventure with the Hardy 
Boys, laugh along with Children's Letters to the Gestapo, and test your wits with Commander 
Barkfeather's spicy rebuses. 
OCTOBER, 1971/BACK TO SCHOOL: Have a few "brews," gross out some chicks, "moon" a 
townie, bar! In the quad, and read the Mad parody, Magical Misery Tour, The Campus War Game, 
and 125th Street, the educational TV show that teaches ghetto kids their place. 
NOVEMBER, 1971/H0RR0R: Step into Ghost Editor Michael O'Donoghue's gas chamber of horrors 
and meet The Phantom of the Rock Opera, The Mammal That Suckled Its Young, Dragula—Queen 
of Darkness, Dr. Jekyll's Surgical Supply Catalogue, and X-Rated Foto Funnies. 
DECEMBER, 1971/CHRISTMAS: Here's an issue you can stuff right up your stocking! And, mothers, 
for those "Naughties" on your list, it's cheaper than coal and more of a letdown! Read Blind-Date 
Comics, The Sweetest Story Ever Told, This Is Your Life . . . Francis Gary Powers, and much less. 
Batteries not included. 
To order these back issues, just check off the ones you want in the coupon below. Return the 
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What is Psychology? 
Psychology is being used more and more as a standard for 
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with its findings, yet they remain relatively uninformed and 
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Dear Diary, 
Well, the things that have happened 

since last my pen did Procter and 
Gambol in your virginal pages could 
fill a novelveeta (that's a "training 
novel" for people who are still de
veloping their "verbal bosoms, "as Mr. 
Cerf says, rest his soul! I wonder 
who's going to take over at the Fa
mous Writers School? I hope it's that 
cute Rod Serling!). I just don't know 
where to begin, but my copy of Writ
ing Right says it's important for the 
writer to say to the reader, in his own 
words of course, "Come on in, the 
writing's fine!" So here goes. 

Call me Judy. When that October 
with his showers forsooth, the drought 
of August hath pierced from Hartford 
to Duluth, and small fowls sound just 
like Musak, and never seem to hit the 
sack (it's Nature's way—who would 
have thunk it?), then folks long to go 
on a junket (the trip, dear Diary, not 
the dessert). I guess I should tell you 
I sort of got a line on that opener from 
The Cranberry Tales, but Mr. Catton 
(he's sort of filling in at the School 
now, but I hope he doesn't get the nod 
for the top spot—he looks like that 
awful Nelson Rockefeller. Dick thinks 
he's awful, too, because Spiggy says 
every time Rockefeller comes to see 
him, Dick makes him salute him and 
stand at attention and do push-ups 
and empty the ashtrays). Oh, dear, 
another Deadly Digression! What I 
was saying was Mr. Catton says it's 
important to "look to the classics." 
By pure luck, Spiggy has all of them. 
He says Classic Comics are even bet
ter than the Reader's Digest because 
they get right to the meat of the story 
without fooling around. Which is what 
I'd better do, because if I don't get to 
the meat pretty soon, it'll probably get 
burnt! ("Lead with your laugh," as 
dear Mr. Cerf always said.) 

What I'm really getting around to 
saying is that Spiggy and I just got 
back from our second honeymoon! 
Well, it wasn't really planned as a 
second honeymoon or anything, and it 
was an official trip, but I like to think 
of it that way. And let me tell you, it 
was a big dif between Luke's Lincoln 
Lodges on the VFW Highway in An
napolis, Maryland, and a royal tent 
in Persepolis, Iran! 

But I'm getting ahead of myself. 

Dick called Spiggy up one night and 
said how would he like to go to Persia, 
and Spiggy said if that was another 
one of those cockaminny African 
countries, not much, and Dick said, 
no, it wasn't, it was Iran, and the 
Iranians weren't colored people. Sure, 
maybe they had a touch of the old 
tarbrush, like Italians, or maybe oc
toroons, but basically they were O.K. 
Anyway, Dick said they were having 
some kind of fandango like the Rose 
Bowl Parade to celebrate their Fourth 
of July, which they did in October on 
account of having a different calendar 
and no daylight saving time, and a lot 
of kings and prime ministers were 
going to be there, and it was bound 
to be some show, a sort of week-long 
half time. 

Then Spiggy said if it was such a 
big deal, how come he wasn't going, 
and Dick said he hadn't gotten his 
shots or Pat was feeling punk, he 
couldn't remember which, and any
way if Spiggy agreed to go he could 
have Air Force One instead of the 
Cessna and he could go to Greece 
afterwards. That was kind of sly, be
cause Dick knows how much Spiggy 
likes Greece because he's always 
talking about how they don't put up 
with Communism or heavy petting or 
anything. So Spiggy said, well, he'd 
think about it, and then Dick said 
Hugo Black was about to cash in and 
there'd be a seat on the Supreme 
Court open and what with Spiggy's 
PTA background, who knows? And 
Spiggy said he hadn't heard anything 
about Hugo Black being sick or any
thing, and Dick said he knew it for a 
fact because he had just been at a 
Justice Department reception and 
Black had eaten something that dis
agreed with him and was looking a 
little peaked the last thing he knew. 

So Spiggy said he'd thought about 
it and he'd like to go, but could he 
visit his old hometown in Greece 
along the way, and Dick said, sure, 
but not to go off the deep end and 
dance around like Bozo the Greek to 
all those zithers and to be sure not to 
say anything about selling them all 
that gas. And Spiggy said he couldn't 
see what was so secret about selling 
gasoline to our allies, but he knew 
what the liberal press was like, and 
he'd keep his lip buttoned. 

Well, it turned out this shebang was 
two days later—honestly, Dick can be 
so thoughtless sometimes—and we 
had to rush around like that nice 
Wally Hickel did the day Dick told 
him if he wasn't out of town by mid
night, the next underground nuclear 
test would be on that island he owns 
in Alaska. I guess he didn't move fast 
enough, but we sure did. The first 
chance I had to catch my breath was 
on the plane, and it seemed like no 
sooner had I sat down than we were 
landing in Iran. 

Well, right off the bat, Spiggy put 
his foot in it right up to the ankle. 
They had a whole lot of doormen 
waiting and one of them gave this big 
salute and said the limousine was 
ready to take us to Persepolis, and 
Spiggy said, was the Taj Mahal along 
the way or could we make a side trip 
and take it in now, sort of get it behind 
us while we were still fresh? And the 
head doorman said he was sorry, it 
was in India, and that was a little off 
the route, and Spiggy said he'd settle 
for a casbah or the Black Hole of 
Kohlrabi or one of those mosscues 
with a few spinnerets and stalactites, 
and the head doorman said there 
wasn't anything along the way except 
the humble dwellings of the happy 
people of Iran and the many civic im
provements made for them by the Cha 
(I think that's what they call the King 
of Iran, although sometimes they say 
Cha 'n' Cha and it always sounds like 
they're sneezing when they say it, and 
at one of the dinners they announced 
him and Spiggy said "Gesundheit!" in 
a loud voice). 

Then Spiggy said if he wanted to 
see a development he could take the 
Buick out on the Beltway any time 
and told them they could jolly well 
rustle up a helicopter and to make it 
snappy. They fussed a lot and said 
something about protocol, and Spiggy 
said, no thanks, he'd stick to alcohol, 
but he understood how since they 
were mausoleums they couldn't drink 
the real stuff. Anyway, the long and 
short of it was that they brought a 
helicopter and we flew out, and I must 
say I was glad Spiggy had made such 
a big thing of it, because everything 
we flew over looked like a big saltine. 
I told Spiggy he'd probably saved us 
a tiring ride, and he said the only way 
to handle these people was with a firm 
hand, and bob's your uncle. 

From the air I could see that Per
sepolis is kind of run-down, and I 
couldn't imagine why they picked 
such a ratty place for Persia's bicen
tennial. I thought maybe they were 
doing urban-renewal work, but Spiggy 
said, no, he'd been reading this travel 
book and it was sort of like Williams
burg, Virginia, and I said, in a pig's 
eye it's like Williamsburg, every-
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thing's all falling down and they don't 
have any girls in native costumes 
making bayberry candles or spinning 
nylon on wagon wheels or a gift shop 
or anything. So Spiggy said he guessed 
they didn't have the long green to do 
it up right, which was too bad, be
cause if they put in a few rides, maybe 
some bump-em chariots and a fun 
house, or if they didn't even have 
enough for that, maybe sell a couple 
of the bigger pieces to that man in 
Arizona who bought the London 
Bridge, they could really turn it into 
something. 

As soon as we got off the helicopter 
a man dressed up in some kind of 
fancy rig like the waiters wear a t that 
Red Coach Grill over in Alexandria 
came up and said he'd take us to our 
tent, and Spiggy said, tent my foot, 
but I gave him a jab and he kept quiet. 
I figured he'd caused enough trouble 
for one day. As we went along, he said 
he knew Dick had had something up 
his sleeve and he'd bet dollars to 
Drake's Cakes that this was some kind 
of Boy Scout Jamboree and we'd have 
to sleep in a pup tent and piss in a 
pipe (Spiggy can get so smutty!). 

But you should have seen the look 
on his face when we got to the tent! 
It was the size of the lobby of the 
Hotel Sonesta, and full of Oriental 
rugs, and baskets of fruit, and four 
bathrooms with gold faucets, and air-
conditioners, and everything. Spiggy 
asked the Head Bellboy—there were 
at least a dozen of them—when check
out time was, and the man smiled and 
bowed and one of the other, bellboys 
looked sort of peculiar and then said 
something to him in what sounded 
like pig Latin, and then he said some
thing back in pig Latin, and the bell
boy said, yes, it was a glorious time 
for Iran. Spiggy was puzzled but he 
was feeling bad about having gotten 
hot under the collar, so he let that go 
by and said he wanted to thank the 
manager for the fruit, and then there 
was more bowing and more pig Latin, 
and then the bellboy said, yes, the 
fruits of the Cha's management of the 
country were many. Spiggy figured 
this wasn't getting anywhere so he 
gave the Head Bellboy a big tip, and 
the other bellboy looked terrible, so he 
gave him one too, and then there was 
more pig Latin, and then the other 
bellboy said the premier was greatly 
honored to have been presented with 
such a handsome engraving of the 
great George Washington, our first 
President, and that he would treasure 
it always. Then they left, and, you 
know, they seemed a little put out, but 
foreigners are awful funny sometimes. 

Well, to make a long story short, 
that night there was a dinner that even 
Spiggy admitted made the Elks look 
sick. I don't know what it all was, and 

a lot of it was underdone and there 
was some black goop I would have 
sent back if we were in a restaurant 
and everything was drowned in gravy, 
even the broccoli, and I'd rather have 
Shake 'n Bake or Roast 'n Boast any 
day, but still it was some feed, and 
Dick wasn't lying for once, because 
the place was crawling with kings 
wearing crowns just like in that mar-
gerine commercial. I sat next to the 
Grand Duke of Luxembourg, and I 
guess with a name like that he was 
probably Jewish, but he seemed very 
nice, and when I told him that I was 
sort of in a royal way myself, since 
my father had been a Grand Vizier 
32nd-Degree Mason, he seemed to 
perk up. Actually, that was laying it 
on a little thick; he was really only a 
Provisional Druid 4th Class, and the 
only royalty I run into are King Korn 
trading stamps and the Princess tele
phone I used to have until John Mit
chell made everybody get those TV 
phones, but I guess it was a "friendly 
fib," as Dick calls them. 

Spiggy was sitting right next to 
the Prince of Liechtenstein—come to 
think of it, there were an awful lot of 
Jewish people there—and right across 
from him was the King of Sweden. 
Spiggy told me later he had compli
mented him—his name was Gustav so 
at least he was O.K.—for having such 
a wonderful country that could make 
such great wristwatches and cuckoo 
clocks and music boxes and pocket-
knives. He also said he'd told him all 
his Sven Svendsen jokes, even the one 
where Sven finds the cow in his closet. 
I'll say one thing for Spiggy: he knows 
how to break the ice. 

After dinner the Cha got up (he's 
really cute, kind of a cross between 
George C. Scott and Omar Sharif, and 
his wife is a knockout. Her name is 
Farah something, and I wonder if she 
comes from the Farah Slacks family?). 
Anyway the Cha said how we were all 
going to see Sonny Loomanier. I'd 
never heard of him, and I thought 
they'd have lined up someone big like 
Robert Goulet, but when we got out
side, it turned out we had to sit in 
bleachers and watch a parade of 
people dressed up like Indians and 
foreigners. Spiggy nudged the Cha 
about halfway through and asked him 
to tell him when the Maryland float 
went by because he wanted to sort of 
shake hands or at least take a bow, but 
the Cha didn't seem to understand, 
because he never gave Spiggy the high 
sign and I could have sworn I saw one 
group go by that looked like the St. 
Francis Xavier Glockenspiel March
ers from Baltimore. 

After it got really dark, they put a 
lot of lights on in all of those run-down 
buildings I told you about, and there 
was some loud music and a lot of 

shouting in pig Latin. I guess they 
have some local ordinance against 
fireworks and they had to sort of 
fudge it. Some of it was kind of creepy, 
like that Rod Serling's "Night Gal
lery" show (come to think of it, I don't 
see how he can miss getting the top 
spot at the School), but it was a little 
long, and I had to keep kicking Spiggy 
so he wouldn't doze off. When it was 
finally over, we just went right back 
to the tent and decided to call it a day. 

When we got back, we found two 
packages in the living room. One of 
them had the cutest little Persian car
pet in it with a little note that said: 
"In thanks for your so nice picture of 
Washington. I am sorry that it is not 
being a magic carpet, because then 
you could be flying away so very fast." 
The other had a beautiful set of stain
less-steel steak knives Made in Swe
den and a note that said: "I wish that 
I could have had the opportunity to 
present these to you one by one. in 
person, signed, Gustav Adolph." 

I guess that shows you that Spiggy 
knows how to handle foreigners. Well, 
I've run on too long, so I'll have to 
tell you about Greece next time. Bob's 
your uncle! 

All for now, 

> * # 
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and others driven to unusual needs for erotic re
lease regardless of the means required to obtain it. 
Prepared by noted authori ty in the field of sexual 
psychopathology. 
Pub. at $6.50 Only $3.95 

K465. TENDER BOUGH. Over 80 photos by Alice 
& Peter Gowland, poems by Mary Lee. Poig
nant , touching love story of a young girl 's 
sexual awakening told in verse and photos. 
8i/2" x 11". Softbound. Only $1.95 

1232. THE ART OF W. C. FIELDS. By W m . K. 
Everson. With 128 photos. Here in detail are all 
of the Fields ' movies demonstrat ing his unique 
antics and imagination with masterful pantomime. 
7»/4" x 10V4"-
Pub. at $7.50. Only $2.98 

8135. Television - A Pictorial History: HOW SWEET 
IT WAS. By A. Shulman & R. Youman. Huge his
torical panorama with 1,435 photos and com
mentary of the shows, personalities, comedians, 
music, specials, panels and quiz shows. Congres
sional hearings, news shots, campaigns and elec
tions; from trivial moments to significant events 
— unique and fascinating. 8lA" x 10%". 
Orig. Pub. at $12.50 Only $4.95 

S-2694. Krips' COMPLETE BEETHOVEN SYMPHONIES. 
Now, arranged in sequence for automatic record 
changers, you can hear any symphony complete 
without turning a record over. These are the fa
mous London Festival definitive recordings. 7 mag
nificent records plus handsome 2-color softbound 
Pictorial His tory of Composer 's life. Originally 
released in different format a t $40.00. Now only 
Vi of the original price! 
Stereo Only $9.95 

6658. TOWARDS AN UNDERSTANDING OF HOMO-
SEXUALITY. By Dr. Daniel Cappon. With detailed 
descriptions of case histories, Dr. Cappon shows 
that there is hope for those condemned to a life
time of sexual deviance. It is curable as its under
lying cause are reversible. 
Pub. at $6.95 Only $2.98 

9109. PREMARITAL INTERCOURSE AND INTERPER
SONAL RELATIONSHIPS. By Lester A. Kirkendall . 
A research study of 668 premari tal intercourse ex
periences reported by 200 college level males. 
Orig. Pub. at $7.00 Only $2.98 

K121. The French Picture Book of Sexual Love: 
L'AMOUR. France 's magnificent pictorial portrayal 
of the varied positions of sexual love with 70 Full 
Color graceful action photos of an extraordinarily 
handsome couple specially posed in the nude by 
one of France ' s most imaginative photographers, 
Piero Rinaldi , with poetic text by Colin Wilson. 
For sale to adults over 21 only. Only $9.95 

K643. THE HISTORY OF COMICS. By J . Steranko. 
Foreword by Frederico Fellini. The definitive his
tory from Krazy Kat to the bloody pulps and 
Superman, Batman, Wonder Woman and all the 
other favorites in fully illus. oversize (10V6" x 14") 
format with sparkling informative original text. 
Softbound. 

Only $3.00 

833. SEXUAL SELF-STIMULATION. By R. E . L. Mas
ters. Examines history and techniques of male and 
female masturbatory practices including physical 
aspects and the erotic fantasies employed. Filled 
with remarkable case histories. 
Pub. at $7.50 Only $3.95 

468. TREASURY OF WITCHCRAFT. By H . E . Wedeck. 
110 Photos & Drawings. Source book of the magic 
ar ts , including divination, astrology, necromancy, 
spells, charms, occult practices, medicine men, 
rites, etc. from earliest t imes to the present. 
Orig. Pub. at $8.95 New complete ed. Only $2.98 

S-4250. GREAT MOMENTS IN RADIO. Re-live these 
good old days of T h e Shadow, Lone Ranger, Ma 
Perkins, Gang Busters , Fred Allen plus old-time 
commercials, historic news broadcasts, etc. Orig. 
broadcasts plus Jack Benny 's narration. 
Pub, at $9.96 2 Record Vols. Complete, Only $3.96 

2962, THE ANNOTATED ALICE. Alice's Adventures 
in Wonderland & Through the Looking Glass. By 
Lewis Carroll. I l lus. by John Tenniel. With Introd. 
& Notes by Mar t in Gardner. T h e complete text 
and original illus. in the only fully annotated edi
tion. Notes are concurrent with the text on all 
the jokes, games, parodies, puzzles, etc. with 
which Carroll filled his writings. Size 8*4" x 12". 
Orig. Pub. at $10.00 

New, complete ed.. Only $3.95 

S-4194. S e g o v i a , Mon toya , John W i l l i a m s : 
MASTERS OF THE GUITAR. Classical, Flamenco, 
folk guitar treasury featuring Segovia, Mon
toya, Williams, Mani tas De Plata, Alirio Diaz, 
Laurindo Almeida, other great performers. 75 
compositions in all. 
$35.00 Value 7 Record Set, Only $9.95 

2879. PICTORIAL GUIDE TO SEXUAL INTERCOURSE 
In Full Color. Europe ' s most beautiful, best-selling 
sex manual now available with over 100 Full Color, 
Full Page Photos of a man and woman engaged in 
a variety of sexual intercourse positions, each 
shown in an individual photo accompanied by 
sophisticated informative text translated into Eng
lish. For sale to adults over 21 only. Softbound. 
Pub. at $12.98 Only $4.88 

MAIL THIS_COUPON TODAY![ 

21ST CENTURY BOOKS, Deot. NL.172 
635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 

Please send me the book bargains circled 
below. 
MINIMUM ORDER $3. 
On orders total l ing $3 to $10 add 35« for 
shipping charges. On orders over $10 no 
charge for shipping. Add 35« per t it le for 
deliveries outside continental U.S. 
Enclosed find $ . 
Send check or money order only. Payable to 
21st Century Books. 
Sales Tax: For delivery in N.Y.C., add 7%. 
For delivery elsewhere in New York State, 
add 6%. 

K121 K465 K643 ' K680 468 623 
833 1232 2767 2879 2959 2962 

6658 8135 8326 8683 9109 S2694 
S4194 S4250 

Name. 
(please print) 

_State_ -Zip-
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Brand-X Bonanza! 

( S ) / A ^ D © 

Thanks to a total lack of merchandising integrity, we are able 
to offer loyal NatLamp shoppers an unparalleled opportunity to 
obtain this other fine product from another leading publishing 
company. 
• The E.C. Horror Library of the 1950s. Dim the lights, Sapphire, 
and close the doors, as those fetid folktales of the 1950s bubble 
forth in full color from the witch's cauldron. A selection of the 
greatest scare stories from Haunt of Fear, Tales from the Crypt, 
and Vault of Horror... including a rare, unpublished terror tale. 
Clothbound—208 pages, a color bonanza—$19.95. 

If you're really hooked on the nostalgia- thing, you can also 
order the following: 
• Lee Falk's The Phantom—Following the ghost who walks 
through 80 astounding pages of one of his best adventures of 
the thirties. Paperbound—80 pages—$3. 
• Lee Falk's Mandrake the Magician—The miraculous ad
ventures of a man who perfected sleight of hand years before 
Richard Nixon. Clothbound—96 pages—$5.95. 

• George Herriman's Crazy Cat—Read what Woodrow Wilson 
used to read his cabinet, what e.e. cummings waxed erudite 
over, and what Charles Schultz calls a classic. Clothbound—168 
pages—$12.50. 
• Milton Caniff's Terry and the Pirates—The comic strip that 
started adventure comics. Its very first series from October 22, 
1934, to December 13, 1935. Clothbound—196 pages—$12.50. 
• Alex Raymond's Flash Gordon going into the water world of 
Mongo. A complete two and a half years of Flash Gordon, in

cluding his banishment to the Forest Kingdom of Mongo. Cloth
bound—144 pages—$12.95. 
• Flash Gordon Again—This time with Dale and Dr. Zarkov in 
the Kingdom of Mongo—two years after the previous book. 
Clothbound—$12.95. 
• Captain America—Back to 1941 for this deluxe collector's 
edition that includes the greatest stories of the first ten issues of 
Captain America, including "The Good Captain," "The Red 
Skull," "Horror Hospital," and others. Clothbound—128 pages— 
$6.95. 

The National Lampoon 
635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 

Please send me the following: 

NL172 

• The E. C. Horror Library 
of the 1950s $19.95 

• The Phantom $3.00 
• Mandrake the 

Magician $5.95 

• Crazy Cat $12.50 
D Terry and the Pirates $12.50 
• Flash Gordon $12.95 
D Flash Gordon Again $12.95 
D Captain America $6.95 

I enclose my check • money order • 

Name 

Address. 

City 

Print) 

State. .Zip Code. 
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$YV0RN ENEMIE6 6INCE THE CREATION, SON-O'-GOP ?\WP ANTICHR/S7 BATTLE FOR THE VERY 
eOUie OF MEN. BUT WHAT CHANCE PO£$ THE PRINCG OFPEACB, COM\N\\TT£P TOLOVB 
AW FORGIVeNe$&, HAVE AGAINST ANTfCHRIST tW HIS ARMY OF RBUOtOUS FANATfC* i 
OUR HELL-HARROWINC3TALE BEGINS A T A PAMIL.V AFFA IR IN 0GO0KLVA/ 

% Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



SHOW YOUR TRUE COLORS! 
n your heart you know you're right... now you can tell the world! 

Colorful T-Shirt! 
(Small, Medium, and Large) 

2 for $2.95 

Be King of the Road 
with these exciting bumper stickers! 
Assortment of 6 (all different) $1.00 

Wear on lapel, hat, even pyjamas! 
You'll want dozens! 
12 for $2 

For White Liars Only! 

TRICK BIBLE 

Promise anything! 
Swear on it with no risk! 

(Its pages are blank!) 

Embossed genuine leatherette cover. $1.00 

HERE'S A SHOCKER! 
Battery powered " B l l T i l i n g Cl"OSS"! 

K v V Burns all night! 
I A A \ \ Realistic! Scary! 

<IX '» M A What a laugh! 

$4.95 
Batteries Not Supplied. 

YOU'LL GIVE'EM THE 
HEEBIE JEEBIES 

AT THE COUNTRY CLUB! 

You'll really shake up the crowd 
—'$2r̂  i n y o u r J e w i s n D i s g u i s e ! 

J i ' 1 ! ^ ' Huge False Nose! Fake Money-
9 5 K Bag! 

So lifelike you'll scare the neigh
bors away! 

A "steal" at $1.49! 

Offer good anywhere except 
New York City. 

SPEAK IN TONGUES! 

QVJZRTyUlOppoPK 

FOOL EVERYONE! LEARN GLOSSOLALIA FAST with 
th is amazing tr ick device. No one except you wil l under
stand what you're saying! Complete outfit 5 0 ^ 

S^\ 

DON'T TAKE IT 
KNEELING 

DOWN! 
Don't be bird-dogged 

by smooth-talking priests! 
Fight back with this 

time-tested method! 

Learn the 
95 Theses of Luther! 

Practice one a day until YOU can refute the Priesthood! 
" I tr ied it and it works! Now no sissy in a dress can indulge 
himself at my expense. Increased my Faith and added two 
inches to my chest as well!"—Joe Van, Fort Worth, Texas. 

Defend Yourself Against Priestcraft! 
Special 10-Day Trial Offer! Satisfaction Guaranteed! 

Only $1.98 Including Door Chart and Wooden Mallet! 

•ass ;srrizes 
OH THIS PAGE TO: Ashorvillo, North Carolina 
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0gNNiePAV/P, ftl 
NEB&ISH,IS» 

cete0RATiN(& Hie 
30™ BIRTHPAV... 

THIRTY YEAR«& 
0LPAN(?6TlLL 
NO TOB1. AT HI6 

SO THIRTY 
YEARS AGO 
I MAPS ONE 

AT THAT VERY MOMENT; IN T H E STERNAL C/TY, fpeLL30UNp 
MULT/TUPBS HEARKEN TO AN eCU/V\£N/CAL /H£SSAG&. 

EH, PEOPLES, NOW ©MILE 
ONNA YOJ BRUPPA...EVER'BOPY 
6ETTA TO(3EPPA ...<SONNA LOVE-A 
ONE-ANUDPA RIGHT-A NOW* 

I'M-A PLEA4E TO ANNOUNCE SOME-A /HEW 
SAINTS FOR PI&-AWEEK...5>?//VrJCiy/V 
KeNNePY...SAINTBABERUTH... AN' 
5/»>V7?l MARILVHMCfi/ROG7'AN' BY THE 
WAYI CHAN6E-A MY/VMNR CHARLSB 
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PEER WITHIN THE Recesses of THE PONTIFICAL PALACE, 
WHERE LURK4- THE MASTER OF THI£ 2,000-YBAR'OLP 
PUPPBTSHOW, EVIL LAUGHTER RINGS O U T . . . 

7 /Hi 

H 
I „ , . 1-

\h 

HBH! 
AT LAST OUR F/ENPISH 
CONQUB&TOP AMERICA 
&ee\u&! TOPAX.T#I/.>C.. 
TOMORROW, z / r r /^ i w ^ y / l i l 

^ 

few* €>< 

^N 

!XW.. 

5 > * . 

H/C,HABC,HOc! 
HUIUS, HUIU&, 

HU/UB ! 

HUICtHUIC,HU/c!, 
HUN^HANCfHOC! 

COME 
XL// 

« 

f 

Love 

,tJE5 

ZXJX! 

THE BOSTON POL/CB POPCB 
AWAITS MY SIGNAL ( THE 
KNIGHTS OP CClUMBUSt 
ARE ARMBP ANP RBAPVl 
ONLY SON-O'-GOP 
THREATENS /V\V 72?0f& 
/NPALL/0/L/TYf 
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THE 6RANP 
INQUISITOR! 

W3k 5UT OF COURSE / 
WELCOME BACK, 

M PEAR FRlENP! u 

A6 YOU CAN SEE, EVERY
THING 16 IN REAPINISGS 
FOR OUR P/ABOUCAL 
ASSAULT ON WHfTB 
PROTBSTANTPECENCY, 

PE/VSOCRACY, ANP « 
^ / l / ^ PLAY! 

*>, 

.vf* OJR SUBTLE PROPA0ANPA 
HAS ALREADY UNPER/VSINEP 
THE AMERICAN WAV OF 

i LIFE! 

"X 
. ^ | 

,v • ^ » . 

^ -

C ^ J ^ 

^ T 7 ( 

X 

SOON 5C/eV(0E ANP 
PROGRESS WILL &E 
SNUFFEPOUTykW 
1WZ PARK AGES 
WILL. &E a / lC /C 

r<£> STAY! V\ 

£4 
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MORE WINE, 
YOUA\ ' • 

GReepiNe&i 
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WAU srteer 
FAU&UMPBR1HB 

epeuu OF 
ANT/CHKt&r'& 
F/NANC/AL 
wrzAR&s.' 
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ANP NOW,LIVE FRO/V\ ST.PAT'S, 
A POTPOURR/ op popepy, 
WITH MYROA/ COHEN ANP 
THE VATI-CAN-CAN PANCBRt\ 

mntoNCOHeNU 
6 NOTH/NG 
SACRep?? 
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TH&6UYS W 
WIUL WANT TO ^> 
B6 IN ON THIS! } 

WHO'S AFKA^ <•** THE J J 
HOLY $0&-"T"£ Ho/V ( 

*ee...THe»°Lys£e
yj. 

7f 
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i • THIS WASP 
(• J WILL SOON 

• ^ LOSE HIS 
JST/A/Gf 

b 

m 
PAY NOW 
IN LATE 

MMBIT 

:lM 

-?GULP/Z THIS TIME 
X'D &&TTB& HOT TURM 
THE OTHER. CHSBK! 

XI 
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0//tf0? BOHS NOR f*°°S N<>* WVBRS 

THE WORD FROM THE BIRD 
Dear Editor: 

For a moment there you had me worried. When, in "The Needle's Eye" 
(S.O.G. #130), Our Hero told the rich man to give all his hard-earned money 
away to the poor, I was thrown for a loop. I confess I even thought some Commie 
had infiltrated your staff and caught you all napping! 

Then, on page 12, panel 6, it turned out that SON-O'-GOD knew all along 
that the rich man was dying of leukemia and had no use for his money anyway. 
Whew! Did I breathe a sigh of relief! My faith was restored! 

Now I'm blushing, because I should have known all along that you wouldn't 
stray from the straight and narrow. 

Yours in Christ, 
Stan Spooner, 

Toronto, Canada. 

Just trying to make sure you stay on your toes. Wish everyone was as 
honest about their mistakes as you are. Keep the faith, friend! Amen! 

Dearly Beloved, 
Hey, first of all let me say that I'm a great devotee'of your publication, and I've 

been following the adventures of SON-O'-GOD faithfully for almost 5 years. So 
it's too bad that my first fan letter is to point out an error—but I think I found a 
mote in your eye in your last ish (#134). 

On page 15, panel 3, Buddha says to SON-O'-GOD, "Christian dog! I make 
you solly you evah move that stone and leturn flom dead!" Wel l , I looked it up 
in my back copies, and lo and behold it was the Angels, not SON-O'-GOD, 
whq rolled back the stone! If you don't believe me, look at issue #56, page 19, 
panel 4, and see for yourself! 

What about it, guys? And keep up the good works! 
Richard Tate 

Berkeley, Calif. 

Woe unto you, Richard, who have eyes to see and will not see! Better that 
you should pluck out your eye or remove the beam from it at least. Of 
course Buddha made a doctrinal error. He's a Pagan! 

Dear Editor, 
Human nature being what it is, I bet you'll get a lot of complaints about your 

new policy of attacking the problems of today head on!! But before the gripes 
roll in, here's one regular reader who wants to say, keep it up! 

Frankly, I vastly prefer this new realism kick you're on to the old-style adven
tures, like SON-O'-GOD chasing the money-lenders out of the Temple (#22). 
Reality beats fantasy every time (for me, at least)! 

How about having SON-O'-GOD tackle the Middle East conflict? He could go 
home again, and teach those Jews and Moslems to resolve their differences in a 
truly Christian manner. What say you? 

Clyde Donstatter 
Methodist Mission Outpost 

Madrid, Spain. 

We say Amen! And thanks for the idea. Don't be surprised if S.O.G. shows 
up for another forty days in the desert again real soon. 

Dear Fellow Believers, 
Don't get me wrong, fellas. H. G. is fine by me. But whatever happened to that 

gutsy little lamb who used to follow SON-O'-GOD everywhere? If I'm not mis
taken, the last time we saw him was when SON-O'-GOD and the Jesus Freaks 
were battling against the Hare Krishna movement. The comic ended with the 
Evil Swami, who hadn't tasted meat in two years, trying to barbecue the poor 
beastie! 

In the next ish, SON-O'-GOD saved the day (natch!), but we never found out 
what became of our Fluffy Friend, In fact, we've never seen hide nor hair of him 
again. Who' hoppen? 

Don't give up the Ghost, but bring back the Woolly Wonder! Please! 
Jim Halverson 

Brooklyn, New York. 

Do we feel sheepish! You're not the only one who noticed this, Jim. We 
forgot to mention that the Fearless Fourfooter took it on the lam after 
biting the Swami and a couple of his scrawny followers where it would do 
them the most good. After the ish in question, our writer-illustrator team 
decided to put the Lamb out to pasture. But i f we get many more letters 
like yours, chances are he'll be back before you can count to ten! 

K N O W Y E T H E S E , T H E H A L L O W E D R A N K S OF C H R I S T E N D O M : 
S . S . S . (Super Soul-Saver)-A reader who asks at least three people a week the embarrassing question, "Do you believe in Jesus?" 

C . T . S . (Compulsive Truth-Sayer)-A reader who could not tell a lie, even if someone's life depended on it. 

D. 0 . F. (Defender of the Faith)—One who has never doubted that Our Lord spoke English, or could have if He'd wanted to. 

K K K (Klean Kristian Kid)—One who has never stopped to ask himself what the fig tree, or the citizens of Dresden, for that matter, did 
to deserve it. 
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BY MICHAEL ODONOGHUE & TONY HENDRA 

Those fabulous forties are back in fashion news! You thought it was so far and no Fuhrer? Wrong ! In the wake of high camp and 
low camp comes deaffi camp with trend- and jet-setters alike jumping on the bundwagon, taking a trip back to that dear dead decade 
when the best Polish joke was the Munich Pact and it was Deutschland uber Alles in Wunderland in gay hun-loving Berlin. 

' 68 The Nazi look takes Paris by storm-trooper (swagger tight leather jumpsuits, chunky choke-me chains, shiny apres-putsch boots 
with big might-makes-Reich heels). ' 6 9 New awareness in bedraum and lebensraum leads women to change clothes-horses in midstream 
and identify not with the oppressor but with the oppressed—The American Indian Look. ' 7 0 The Involved Black Woman Look. 
'71 The Gypsy Look. ' 72 It follows as Kristall Nacht the day that the fashion Wel t turns to the last word in abasement and nothin'-
says-lovin'-like-somethin'-from-the-oven suffering—the Middle European Jew. Make way for the RAVENSBRUECK LOOK! 
Who's behind the Ravensbrueck Look? No less than Harper's Bazaar Editor Nancy Weiss, who was with All ied Forces when they 
liberated the famed women's death-camp in 1945. "The minute I set eyes on the place, I fell in love with it," she explains. "And 
all those divine girls—skeletons with sunken cheeks, lifeless eyes. Utterly perfect! I felt I'd died and gone to fashion-model heaven. 
W e pulled a few strings, and the Army, instead of turning the camp over to the Red Cross, turned it over to us. W e run it pretty much 
the same as the Germans except, of course, that the prettier girls get a chance to pose for the magazine. Wi th the exception of 
Penelope Tree and a few others, most of the top models come from the camp. In fact, we touched off the whole thirties' rage by 
simply letting the girls wear the original clothes they were interned in." 

What does the Ravensbrueck Look mean to you? It means away with needless flesh and get-in-the-eyes hair. It means under
stated elegance in a classic shift of muted grey and taupe pillow-ticking by Simonetta-Fabiani. It means Bill Blass's "Vinyl Solution" 
rain slicker to keep you dry on the way to the showers. It means The Total Death-Camp Experience. The Tota l D e a t h - C a m p 
E x p e r i e n c e / F u r s : The Cattle Car Coat from I. Magnin in luscious Lakoda natural sheared Alaska seal with a delicious, dare-to-be-
different gold star boldly stitched on each lapel. T h e T o t a l D e a t h - C a m p E x p e r i e n c e / C o m p l e x i o n : Running sores are, 
needless to say, a fashion plus, and if you're one of those unfortunates saddled with dew-drenched, milk-and-honey skin, consider 
Estee Lauder's Spotted Cat Skin Irritant, a subtle blend of mild acids and luxuriant coal tars, which, when applied to the body, the 
lips, the corners of the mouth (perhaps a discreet dab between the breasts?) produces a swarm of beguiling bumps and provocative 
pustules. The T o t a l D e a t h - C a m p E x p e r i e n c e / P e r f u m e : Nuif et Brouillard by Dana, shrouding you in not-to-be-missed mist 
(and not-to-be-missed mystery!). Guerlain's L'ete de '44 ("Some men build a palace for the woman they love. Others burn one down. 
L'ete de '44. It fans the flames of love."). The Tota l D e a t h - C a m p E x p e r i e n c e / D i e t : Strip for action with a simple do-or-diet 
that promises a new lean-lined, Marinetti-trim you! Gorge yourself on this authentic German dish (that Bergen-Belsen inmates couldn't 
get enough of!): 

K r a u t u n d R u b e n 

Ingredients: 
1 plump red cabbage 

3 or 4 good fat turnips 

2,000 gallons of water 
Bring the water to a boil 

and add the cabbage 

and turnips. 
Simmer all day. Serves 7,500. 

Or, for a delightful 
change of pace, try: 
K r a u t u n d R u b e n D e l u x e 

Ingredients: 

1 plump red cabbage 
3 or 4 good fat turnips 
2,000 gallons of water 

a handful of salt 
Bring the water to a boil 

and add the cabbage, 

turnips, and salt. 

Simmer all day. Serves 8,500. 

And for special occasions: 
K r a u t u n d R u b e n Surpr ise 

Ingredients: 

1 plump red cabbage 
3 or 4 good fat turnips 

2,000 gallons of water 

a mouse 
Bring the wafer to a boil 

and add the cabbage, 
turnips, and mouse. 

Simmer all day. Serves 11,000. 

The T o t a l D e a t h - C a m p E x p e r i e n c e / O r n a m e n t : Tattoo for tea at Bergdorf's Tiger Morse Tattoo Parlour wi th a whimsical 
Vera ladybug on your cheek, a breathtaking Arbeit Macht Frei banner emblazoned on your midriff, or just your phone number jotted 
on your forearm. (Says Hol lywood newcomer Sandy Duncan, star of CBS's "Funny Face," " N o w that I have my driver's license tattooed 
on my wrist, it's so much easier when I get stopped for speeding. I just stick it out the window!") The T o t a l D e a t h - C a m p E x p e r i 
e n c e / M a k e u p : It's back to basics with a beauty aid as old as time itself—dirt! Dirt to smear all over for a tan 'n ' tawny Total 
Death-Camp you. Get yours from Earth Works, Ltd., which offers ten pounds of actual soil from Treblinka and dusting brush applicator. 
The T o t a l D e a t h - C a m p E x p e r i e n c e / E x p e r i m e n t s : Why not have a just-for-fun operation and get discreetly maimed? Take 
a tip from the Amazons and amputate your breasts (giving the modern active woman the freedom of movement she requires . . . while 
taking strokes off her golf game!). Remove your fingertips for hands that demand attention (and receive it!). The T o t a l D e a t h - C a m p 
E x p e r i e n c e / P a r t i e s : Guests of Sonny and Tina Blanford were recently confronted by two doors upon entering the foyer. Those 
that chose the left door enjoyed a sumptuous fefe champifre with dance-ti l l-dawn music by Lester Lanin capped by a sunrise flight to 
Mexico City for breakfast at La Fonda del Refugio. Those that chose the right door were beaten senseless by squads of truncheon-
wielding thugs and dumped in the street. The T o t a l D e a t h - C a m p E x p e r i e n c e / L i f e - S t y l e : Recreate the innocence of '44. You 
know who you are, you know where you're going. Hide in closets. Behind bookshelves. Betray friends. Ride trains. Crowd into 
small rooms. Fight for trifles. Above al l , fo l low orders. Resistance is useless. . . . • 
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Remembering 
Mama 

Speculative Erotic Fiction 
by Chris Miller 

%*>• • • -V ':. 

Halberson's depression greeted him 
that morning like an avalanche of 
boulders. They roared down on him the 
moment he opened his eyes, first in ones 
and twos, then in massive agglomera
tions, driving him into his mattress, 
blocking his light, mashing his ribs, 
pressing his spine flatter than a two-
day-old highway snake. He had been 
dreaming of kittens; they died beneath 
the crush with a firecracker string of 
tiny screams. He was numb within 
seconds. 

Somehow he forced his hand to the 
phone and dialed. "Help," he croaked. 

With merciful haste, Jenny Jiminez 
arrived in his bedroom, hitched up her 
skirt and sat in his°face. He sipped 
weakly at first, then with growing greed, 

0as if from the warming rum keg of a 
St. Bernard. Gradually, the boulders 
dissolved. 

"Hey, Jeesten, man," Jenny told him 
as he dressed, "you can' keep callin' me 
like thees every mornin'. Ees been two 
weeks now an' I been late to work three 
times. Can' you jus' dreenk orange juice 
in the mornin' like ever' body else?" 

"It's pretty weird," agreed Halber-
son. 

"Wha'doss your shreenk say?" 

"Halberson, you're disgusting," said 
his shrink. "I'll bet you're the only man 
on the planet who needs cunnilingus to 
get up in the morning." 

"I'm probably the only one in the 
history of the universe," muttered Hal
berson. 

"Of course, it's only the latest mani
festation of your overall insatiable need 

' for sex." He leaned forward. "How 
many women this week?" 

"Sixteen," said Halberson, very 
quietly. 

"My God," whispered his shrink. 
Halberson shifted miserably in the 

overstuffed armchair. "It could be 
worse," he pointed out. "My father 
could have been run over by a bus on 
the way to the maternity hospital. Then 
I could have become a fag with an in
satiable need for sex." 

"That's probably true. But he didn't 
and you aren't. What you are is some
one who didn't get any love from his 
mother and tries to make up the deficit 
with every woman he meets. You know 
what I wish? I wish you could go back 
and have intercourse with your mother. 
Then maybe you'd get the whole obses-

- sion out of your system." 
0 . "Hmmm," said Halberson. 
» He took a crosstown bus to Larry Lei-
5 beskind's studio. Larry was the brother 
£ of a girl he had once had three whole 
= dates with. He was into tachyons," pho-
°- tons, quantum mechanics,' things like 
^ that. With the money he earned from 
° producing weird light shows for rock 
S 'n' roll ballrooms, he was constructing a 
1 faster-than-light drive for a starship. He 
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believed that Earth was fucked beyond 
redemption and wished to leave. 

"I want to go back in time," Halber-
son told him. 

"In time for what?" Larry inquired. 
"No, man, I mean I want to go back 

into the past. You know, a time ma
chine." 

"You're crazy," said Larry. "I'll see 
what I can do." 

Halberson went home. In the next 
two days, he made it with a small-
breasted seamstress, a gym teacher 
whose high-energy humps flung him 
about like a bronc-rider, an Australian 
virgin, a divorcee who tasted like horse
radish, and a daughter of a San Fran
cisco police chief. It was hard for him to 
cut down like this, but he needed time 
to think. 

Halberson didn't like being neurotic, 
which, he felt, was like being a self-
made nigger without the compensation 
of natural rhythm. His dependency on 
women was getting him down. Increas
ingly, his sexual liaisons were not satis
fying him. Oh, they were fine while they 
were going down, but a half hour later 
he'd be hungry again. While this was 
especially true of Oriental women, it 
applied as well to all colors and creeds. 
His shrink's thesis about his mother had 
struck him as very interesting, perhaps 
the key to the solution of his entire prob
lem. Now, if only Larry could come 
through... . 

The call, when it came, was brief. 
"Get your ass over here, man. I think 
I've got it." 

Halberson found Larry's studio puls
ing with an eerie violet light. In the 
center of the room was a gleaming metal 
cylinder the height of two men. Electri
city twined its sides like jagged yellow 
worms, humming and crackling. The air 
was sharp with ozone. Larry, in face 
mask and insulated gloves, was welding 
closed the cylinder's seam. Sparks show
ered to the stone floor, bouncing about 
his feet like bright BBs. 

"Fantastic!" exclaimed Halberson. 
"You know, that's exactly what I 
thought a time machine would look 
like." 

"No, man," said Larry, cutting his 
torch and flipping up his mask, "this is 
a light show for the Family Bug. That's 
the time machine." He indicated a bor
ing metal box on a workbench. 

"Oh," said Halberson. He walked 
over to inspect it. The box's surface was 
lusterless black, without feature except 
for two dials, a red button, and a carrier 
grip like the handle of a suitcase. It 
was about the size of a bread box. 

"It used to be a bread box," said 
Larry. "I put some various kinds of shit 
inside, messed around a little, and I 
think it ought to work. This dial con
trols location. You got to find out the 
exact coordinates of where you're going 

and set it like this." He manipulated 
hair-thin lines around a fine circle of 
numbers. "And this one controls year 
and month." 

"And the button activates it?" 
"Right. But listen, the time control is 

approximate. I can't promise you'll ar
rive exactly when you want. Also, you 
can only use the machine once. The box 
stays behind when you return." 

"That's cool." Halberson stood up to 
leave. 

"One other thing. If my calculations 
are correct, you're not going to remem
ber a thing about it when you get back. 
All in all, it's a pretty risky proposition. 
Why do you want to go back in time so 
badly, anyway?" 

"I can't get up in the morning without 
having cunnilingus with a Puerto Rican 
woman," Halberson explained. 

"I can dig that," said Larry. "Well, 
that'll be five bucks for parts." 

Halberson returned to his apartment. 
He placed the time machine on his desk, 
cancelled the three dates he had made 
for that evening, showered, shaved, and 
brushed his teeth. He became worried 
briefly when he noticed his shoulder-
length hair in the mirror. He might be 
thought a little weird with it back in the 
past. Then he realized all he need do 
was transport himself directly to his 
parent's apartment. He'd tell his mother 
he had a job posing for Bible illustra
tions or something. 

Now he sat before the black box and 
set the dials. He set the time control for 
1939, three years prior to his birth. He 
had no great relish for the idea of run
ning into his own infant self. Further
more, his father, a musician, had been 
on the road much of that year. He 
didn't want to confront that son-of-a-
bitch, either. 

He had a terrible thought then. What 
if he knocked his mother up? He might 
never be born, or have to grow up with 
an older brother who was his own son. 
The ramifications were beginning to 
make him nervous. Hands sweating, he 
hurried to the medicine cabinet and se
cured a prophylactic. Then, before he 
could think of any more problems, 
he grabbed the black box by the handle 
and pushed the button. 

There was no sense of transition. He 
blinked his eyes and when he opened 
them he was in the parlor of his parents' 
apartment. His stomach thudded with 
recognition. There was the coffee table, 
there the lamp with the Tiffany shade, 
there the Persian rug upon whose loops 
and swirls he had crawled for endless 
hours as a babe. Everything was so 
small! A sudden dizziness took him and 
he sat down hard on the sofa. 

Outside there was darkness. He had 
no idea of the time. Almost before he 
realized it, he found himself turning to 
the end table beside the sofa. Sure 
enough, there was the clock he would 

break at age four, calmly ticking, un
aware that its death lay a mere seven 
years in the future. The dial read two 
o'clock. 

Something crackled beneath him. He 
pulled it out—a newspaper. "GER
MAN ARMOR RACING TOWARD 
KIEV," said the headline. 

German armor? Halberson felt a sec
ond thud in his stomach. The war 
shouldn't even have started yet. Swal
lowing, he squinted in the semidarkness 
to read the date. 

I twasJulyl7,1941. 
With an extreme exertion of will, Hal

berson calmed himself. It was still nine 
months before his birth, nothing to 
worry about on that account. He could 
still do what he had set out to do. He 
stood up a little shakily and crept into 
his parents' bedroom. 

Gradually, his eyes adjusted to the 
deeper gloom, picking out the dressing 
table with the rows of perfume bottles, 
the framed photograph of the black-and-
white cat, the two single beds separated 
by the night table, and . . . good God, 
his father! His father was home! 

Halberson leaned weakly against the 
wall. He considered giving up the entire 
plan. The time traveller was still in his 
hands. All he had to do was push the 
button and he'd be home in the future, 
maybe call a few girls . . . no! That was 
the thing he'd come here to stop doing. 
But how could he. . . . 

Suddenly, his mother rolled onto her 
back and Halberson saw her face. In
stantly, he forgot everything. Her face 
. . . that face. . . . Primal emotions 
thudded inside him like body blows 
from a good heavyweight. His stomach 
thrashed like a fish in a net. Without 
conscious control, his hands stripped off 
his clothes. Glancing down, he found 
himself so erect he appeared about to 
blast from his own body like a V-2. With 
his last shred of presence of mind, he 
rolled the prophylactic onto himself, 
then covered the distance to his moth
er's bed in three-quarters of a second 
and slid in beside her. 

A lock of hair had fallen across one 
of her eyes. Scarcely daring to breath, 
Halberson rolled down the sheet. And 
it was there! All the remembered ripe
ness, the lushness that had tantalized 
his dreams, it was real! Unbidden, his 
hand trembled forward and began to 
touch things. 

His mother made a half-awake noise 
and rolled her back to him. "Not to
night, I told you, Paul," she mur-
murred. "I still have that awful head
ache." 

But Halberson hadn't come as far as 
this to stop now. Calling into play every 
fondle of experience, every tickle of 
skill, he began to caress his mother with 
great urgency. As he molded his front 
against her back, his rubberoid-encased 

: member clove between her warm, soft 
continued 
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continued 
thighs like a knife through butter. 

"Paul, I said . . ." Her breath caught 
suddenly in her throat. "Oh. Oh, Paul, 
you never . . . oh, my God!" She ex
pelled her breath in a rush and her body 
began to undulate. 

"At last!" thpught Halberson wildly. 
"At last! At last! At last!" And he 
plunged the residence of his neurosis a 
full ten inches into his mother's pulsing 
Virginia. 

"SNORK!" 
Snork? With a sudden profound sense 

of dread, Halberson slowly turned his 
head to look behind him. His father was 
sitting up in bed! In his sleep-aid mask, 
he looked like a panelist on a TV game 
show. 

"Nancy? Are you having a bad 
dream?" A note of eagerness entered his 
voice. "Shall I get in bed with you?" 

Halberson thought fast. His mother, 
moaning and sighing, was beyond all 
hearing. He would have to answer. 

"I told you not tonight, Paul," he 
said in a strained falsetto. "I've still got 
my headache." 

"Aw, Jesus Christ, Nancy, you've 
had that headache for two weeks now. 
Come on." 

Halberson tried to answer but could 
not. His mother's accelerating wriggles 
were tossing him about too wildly. So 
his father crawled into bed beside him 
and began to stroke his head. 

"Oh, Nancy, your hair is so soft," 
his father said hoarsely. 

"Uh, thanks," Halberson managed. 
Then, with a short, choked-off scream, 
his mother came. Her body jackknifed 
convulsively, sending him slamming 

against his father, who fell out of bed 
with a crash. 

"Dear God," his mother sighed, 
"that's the first one! Her voice trailed 
off into a blissful purr. She swooned. 

There was silence in the bedroom . . . 
except for a husky, irregular sound like 
a saw being drawn backward across 
rotten wood. He looked down at the 
floor. His father lay on his back, his 
head against a leg of the night table, 
his neck twisted at an impossible angle. 

Halberson decided to get out of there 
fast. Forgetting his clothes, he launched 
himself for the time traveller and 
pushed the button. 

Nothing happened. 
He tried again, watching closely. His 

fingertip passed through the button! 
What? Halberson stared at his hands 

and found them fading from view, grow
ing insubstantial, like the hands of a 
ghost. His fingertips were fully trans
parent, and the transparency was 
spreading. What the hell? . . . 

Abruptly, with a terrible sinking feel
ing, he understood. His father was dy
ing—and had not yet impregnated his 
mother. And when he actually died, no 
baby Halberson would ever be born. 
He, the adult Halberson, would cease 
to exist! 

There was only one thing to do and 
Halberson did it. He hurled himself to 
the floor before his father, ripped open 
his pa jama bottoms, and set to work. 

The poor man certainly had been 
horny. Despite his rapidly fading life-
force, he attained an almost instant 
erection. 

Good. Now Halberson leapt to his 

Is nothing sacred? 

feet, bent down, encircled his father 
with his arms, and began tugging him 
up onto his mother's bed. It was like 
pulling at a sack of wet cement. Hal
berson's hands were fading, fading. 
With a grunt, he rolled his father on 
top of his mother. 

"Oh, Paul, more?" his mother whis
pered, her eyes still closed. 

"Sure thing, Nance," said Halber
son, imitating as best he could his fath
er's gruff tones. "German armor's racing 
toward Kiev, so what the hell." 

It was penetration time, but Halber-
son's hands were now no more than 
transparent wraithes. Working essen
tially with his stumps, he somehow 
fumbled his father's banana into his 
mother's split. 

"Glork. Snorf," commented his fath
er. His breathing was becoming raspier 
and raspier. Pink spittle had begun to 
collect at the corners of his mouth. 

Halberson's body was still fading. He 
had hoped that effecting penetration 
would be enough, that biology would 
then take over, but this obviously was 
not to be the case. With a curse he took 
his father's hips between his elbows and 
began hoisting and lowering him, as if 
with a pair of ice tongs. And still Hal
berson's body faded. 

"Come on, you bastard," he growled, 
"you never gave me shit in my life, 
don't take my birth away from me." He 
began ramming his head against his 
father's buns on each downswing. 

"Graaaak," rattled his father, his body 
spasming randomly. 

"Oh, Paul," whimpered his mother, 
"you're so alive tonight." 

"Fnork!" replied his father. His body 
arced into a sudden bow, then collapsed 
utterly. 

Pop! Halberson snapped into full sub
stance. His desperate tactic had worked! 
Relief washed over him. 

"Paul? Paul, darling? I've still got 
my cookies. Are you stopping?" 

Uh-oh. Halberson dove for the time 
machine. 

Was he cured of neurosis? he won
dered. He would never know. Whatever 
future was waiting for him up there 
would be the only one he'd ever experi
enced. If Larry had been right, he'd 
remember nothing of what went on here 
tonight. 

Abruptly, the light went on. There 
was a scream. 

Halberson pushed the button. 

Halberson's depression greeted him 
that morning like an avalanche of 
boulders. They roared down on him the 
moment he opened his eyes. He was 
numb within seconds. 

Somehow he forced his hand to the 
phone and dialed. "Help," he croaked. 

With merciful haste, Pablo Jiminez 
arrived in his bedroom, dropped his 
pants, and sat in his face. • 
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Buckminster Fuller's 

Repair Manual 
for the Entire Universe 

reconstituted by Henry Beard, Harry Fischman, and Jeffrey Prescott 
The Truncated Cube , 0 0 | ( | h e C u r v e s ) 

Dymaxion (the Stress Bearer) I I 

Tetra Minor (the Little Tetra) 

The North Square 

/ e t r a Major (the Big Tetra) 

The Triangular Way 

Pentagon (the Valve) 

Prism Hexagon 

f ,{ \ 
' V~A""A 

m mi V—\--/,-\ . . ,__, 

Rhombic Polyhedron 

Hexagon-

Hexahedron r Icosahedron 

Diamond 
The Triangular Way 

y, X.' v 4~~U-/ "Octagon 

74 

Southern Hemisphere 

Octahedron 

Northern Hemisphere 

^The Truncated Octahedron 

Corrected Constellations (Tensegrity Star-Grid) Effective repair of the shotgun-pattern star-swarms will have to await energy-harnessing on 
a whole-universe scale, and the celestial reorderings I have proposed here are needfully theoretical, but there is nothing conjectural about the 
desirability of reconstructing the visible cosmos along geometric lines. Apart from the abundance of benefit-accrual attendant upon a well-
thought-out modernization of astrology into astrotopology and the conversion of outmoded birth-signs and astral influences into a sym-
bology more consistent with the emergent technological consciousness (how much more appropriate to have been born under, say, the 
Icosohedron, than the Crab or the Fish!), the possible utilization of this high-impact, nocturnally reappearing world-around blackboard 
(now a totally impactless muddle of random-intensity chalk-spots with no structural message content except that imposed upon it by hallu
cinating Greeks), as an ultimate geodesic awareness-spreader renders my mind boggleable. 

Rectified Continental Edge (Ultrasectional Solid-Liquid Coastal Interface) Illustrated 
here is my comprehensive repair-plan for the Eastern Seaboard, which was " total led" 
during a Pre-Cambrian head-on with the North Atlantic crustal plate. My estimate of the 
damage calls for replacement of much of the contiguous land mass, effecting peninsula 
realignment, putting in new coast-lining, and installing shocks in key areas subject to 
periodic earthquake activity. (It'll run you $40 trill ion, with a deep-gloss surface wash-
and-waxing thrown in, Of course, you can go over to Honest Herman Kahn, at the Hudson 
Institute, and he'll offer to do it for half, but don't come to me in a lacrimation mode 
when all he does is round off the rough edges with hydrogen bombs.) 

Basically, I propose to rationalize the region through the imposition of a dymaxion 
grid which divides it into removable and floatable triangular units with self-contained 
energy sources". The removability and floatability of the individual units permits, for 
example, New York City to winter in Florida, and allowance is made for the hinging of 
Florida to increase the favorability of rocket launchings when local weather provides an 
obstruction and to permit its temporary repositioning during times of crisis in the 
Caribbean. Interior dymaxion units, such as the one indicated in the southern New 
Hampshire region, would have to seek the agreement of coastal units to obtain ocean 
access, but presumably a New England unit could become a' "module-buddy" with a 
unit.in inner Georgia, trading locations biannually so that all of the residents of both 
units could golf and ski year-round, and the two units could recompense respective 
coastal units for the necessary disturbance by payments of quantities of maple syrup 
in the one case and turpentine in the other. The incremental mobility thus instituted 
would also do much to convince the federal authorities to respond to local requests, 
since any unit could make a threat to "go it alone" highly credible by letting it be 

— generally known that it had a major towing contract to let for 500,000 tugboats. 
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Male Module 

Service Ducts 

Reconceived Coital Organs (Ultrasensorial Natalatory Valving Apparatus) We cannot exclude from the reconceptioning process the haphaz
ardly designed human body, which in addition to its operating deficiencies and inefficiencies, has a myriad of design flaws, among them: 
the fact that basically the same blueprint, with relatively few adjustments, has been used for roughly half a billion years, not because it rep
resents the best possible blueprint, but because, in the evolutionary drawer, it happened to be on top; the fact that succeeding models were 
always made out of multicentury cannibaiizations of previous models, with make-do, gum-and-spit, jury-rigs methods, so that raccoons have a pair 
of so-so kneecaps originally made out of the dorsal fins of a guppy, and men have brains made out of an old smelling-apparatus that has been on 
the market since the Jurassic; the fact that there are vestigialities, like the appendix in man, whose presence is always useless, and occasion
ally fatal (and yet with all this misdesigning, Nature's " ingenuity" is congratulated!); and the fact that, with ninety-two elements to choose 
from, Nature settled on carbon, nitrogen, hydrogen, oxygen, and phosphorus, which were then fashioned into globby little walking, swimming, 
and flying custard-pies that can be stopped dead with one well-aimed, hand-thrown stone. What would be the fate of an engineer at an advanced 
laboratory who proposed, following Nature's much-praised example of the human brain, that the next computer generation be made out of 
Jell-O? Or of an architect who, impressed by human skin, favored a roofing tile constructed from hardened margerine? Or, for that matter, 
of a designer who, having first designed a toilet and then a violin, made the violin in the shape of the toilet and put in its innards a tiny little 
flusher, just for continuity's sake? 

This is the scope of the problem. Obviously, a whole-body approach is necessary, but I have confined myself here to a small, but demanding, 
aspect of it, namely, the reconstruction of the male and female organs of replication. Although my Ultrasensorial Natalatory Valving Apparatus 
follows the existing operation pattern, and although that pattern is probably familiar to most, their functioning is best explicated by a description-
ing of their interrelations in an in-use state, beginning with the Male Module. Let us assume that the brain has reported stimulatory evidence 
from the eyes or whatever (I shall presume throughout that the female shows receptivity, because a description of onanismic utilization seems 
redundant, and, anyway, such a utilization invariably results in the appearance of a host of tiny domelike structures on the face of the module-
possessor and dark loci under his eyes). It does not matter what the evidence is so long as it is stimulatory; it might have been a nice pair 
of icosahedrons or a glimpse of a microcosmically clothed Female Module. As soon as this stimulatory information is received, the Penal Com
ponent of the male module begins to travel upward on a universal ball-socket joint from its head-down carrying position to a horizontal posi
tion in a 90-degree upwards arc. For a number of reasons, among them avoidance of lump-occasioned embarrassment, this does not also 
involve a forward lengthening of the Penal Component, a movement which is delayed to a more appropriate time. If effective coupling does not 
occur within six hundred seconds, it will return to the carrying state; again, I will presume that effective coupling does occur. 
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Female Module from Bladder 

Diaphragmatic Door 

We now come to Phase II and the introduction of the Female Module (incidentally, I must urge readers to suppress their pun-activated giggla-
tory mechanisms during this exposition; if you have difficulty, ask yourself if the operation of a two-cycle pump would afford you amusement). 
When the Variable-Speed Multisensory Rotating Head of the Penal Component makes contact with the Clitoral Sensory-Focus Locus, the 
Diaphragmatic Door on the Vulval Component of the Female Module opens. (Manual stimulation wil l also open the Diaphragmatic Door; in 
either case, failing effective coupling, it will close again in two hundred seconds.) The Penal Component, still in an unextended mode, is now 
free to enter the Female Module. As it completes this entry function, the Clitoral Sensory Probe makes prime contact with the Clitoral 
Sensory-Focus Locus, the Sperm Return Nozzle with the Sperm Return Duct, and the Polyhedral Testicular Globes (two) dock in the Global 
Receptacle. 

Phase III commences with the Clitoral Sensory-Focus Locus in a state of prime stimulation by the Clitoral Sensory Probe. This stimula
tion activates a series of Pressure Plates lining the facets of the Global Receptacle. These local pressures engage the hydraulic system located 
in the Base Component of the Male Module, effecting operation of the Expansion Joint and telescopic extension of the Penal Component. This 
extension carries the Variable-Speed Rotating Multisensory head.into contact with the Vulval Valve-Well at the interior end of the Vulval Com
ponent of the Female Module. Once intimate tensional coherence has been achieved, the Variable Speed Rotating Multisensory Head begins 
to rotate, carrying with it in its revolutions the Vulval Valve-Well. Simultaneously, a number of points of contact, lubricated by Lubrication 
Ducts, are created between the Flexural Outer-Wall Sensory Skin of the telescoping portion of the Penal Component and the linearly arranged 
Angled Inner-Wall Sensory Nodes which form a Multisensory Grid on the concave surfaces of the Vulval Component. 

Phase III begins when an overpressure of 110-lb. p.s.i. occurs in the Polyhedral Testicular Globes following continuous action by the 
Pressure Plates in the Global Receptacle. At this overpressure, the Release Valve is activated, permitting the,flow of sperm in the direction 
of the Conceptual Component (not shown) of the Female Module. At this point, however, depending on prior adjustment of the Auto-Prophylactic 
Conception-Prevention Valve, the sperm is allowed to proceed to effect immediate conception; or is sent to storage vessels (not shown); or is 
recycled through the Sperm Return Nozzle and into the Sperm Return Duct for reuse in the Male Module. 

This completes the three-phase process. It should be added that during the process it might not be uncommon for either the Male or the 
Female to utter appropriate pleasure-describing or affection-verifying phrases, such as: "My frequency-and-angle modulations are resulting 
in a rapidly increasing velocity of accelerating energy-event pleasure potential!" or "Your Vulval Component is a triumph of synergy," or 
what-have-you. It should further be added that preliminary studies with a computer-simulated model indicate that 3.4 x 10s coupling positions 
are possible, of which less than 2.3 x 10* could be described as "perverse." 
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Repaired clam (Dymaxion Bivalve Module). Even the discontinuous observer can instantly apprehend the significant, repair-worthy, 
design deficiencies in the classic mollusk living-unit: From the clam-view, the structure looms as an asymmetrical, weighty, hollow 
stone, composed of timed deposit-accretions of a number of substances, the result being a bony agglomeration that prevents effective 
tide-borne global gloaming-roaming without, paradoxically, providing sufficient internal strength to resist penetration efforts by 
predators, a fact demonstrated to my satisfaction at the age of two, by seagulls, whom I used to watch in Maine (during an hiatus in my 
since-abandoned researches into a motor that would run on ordinary tree moss) bombing shore rocks with members of the local 
quahog population, in invariably successful attempts at break-and-entry. From the man-view, besides the directly resulting loss of a 
husbanded resource, the asymmetrical, unarticulated shell-shape complicates preconsumption storage in eatingry places; makes 
access without appropriate tools to the chew-worthy, hors d'oeuvral body all but impossible; negates efficient hexamerous (order-of-
six) or dodecamerous (order-of-twelve) arrangement of the eventually halved appetizerly item on circular platters; and leaves as the 
end-product two randomly concave hemispheres which make notoriously inefficient ashtrays, their only conceivable post-clam-
habitational use. Yet, apart from specialized local structural variations occasioned by evolutionary pressures and other minor 
differentiations from the basic matrix, the underlying pattern has existed unchanged for upwards of fifty million years. Obviously, 
this is something of a record for clinging to an outmoded housing system. 

The repair I have indicated here eliminates the enumerated deficiences and simultaneously provides numerous bonuses. 
First, the dymaxion tensional-sectional construction, which, appropriately enough, uses as its main structural material ground-up 
clamshells, will resist traumatic impact overpressures of a size unlikely to be inflicted by any seagull not capable of a sustained 
Mach 2.3 dive from fifteen thousand feet and entails one-fifth the cost of duplication of the original shell; second, handles have 
been emplaced on both dymaxial hemispheres for simplified post-harvesting clam-extrication, a convenience which in no way renders 
the clam vulnerable to sea-occurring predators (this does not include my proposed Dymaxion 4-D Dolphin, the introduction of which 
in large numbers would necessitate minor redesign—see Geodada, p. 157), since the hinged hemispheres adhere with a high-integrity 
spring-and-suction closure; and, third, flat top-and-bottom surfaces permit efficient space-utilization, both in the seafood store and on 
the seabed floor, vastly increase snack-on-platter placement efficiencies, and transform the heretofore marginally usable half-shells 
into attractive receptacles for gears, vectors, trusses, vertices, and other randoming doodads. In addition, the regular rim-crenellation, 
introduced originally as a perimetric strengthening factor, provides handy out-of-mouth cigarette cradles when the dymaxion 
shells are used in an ashtraical mode. 

.Hinge 

Dymaxion construction for economy & strength 

Handles for simplified pre-eatingry access <£ i\) 

Flat top & bottom surfaces for enhanced 
stability and space-usage efficiencies 
in pre-and-post-clam-eviction modes Crenellation grooves for high-integrity 

hemispherical Junction and as cigarette-receptors 
In ashtraical mode 

Obviously, it would be preferable if the emerging 
continuous clam could become unmoored from the 
confining clump of tradition and overcome of his 
own volition the multimillennial dioxyribonucleic 
propoganda which encourages the mindless con
struction of his obsolescent shell dwelling, but 
failing such an infusion of new awareness, I be
lieve systematic rehousing of significant numbers 
of mollusks in the Dymaxion Bivalve Module by 
idle clam-harvesters during the wastefully non
productive fl-less months to be a feasible alter
native. 

Rehoused Earth (Geo-Total Envelope) It is not necessary to document to the average 
inhabitant of spaceship earth the threshold environmental disruptions common to the 
planet, since anyone who has not spent his entire life in a sealed pot knows of the 
unpredictability of meteorological effects, to name just one aspect of the problem. Why 
is it then that we tolerate on the earth what we would never tolerate in our domiciles: 
temperature variations from —50° C to 60° C, drafts up to 120 mph, regular drenchings 
from leaks, freeze-ups, basement-floodings, and periodic electrical discharges in the 
megavolt range are tolerated when, for example, a temperature drop of 5° in wintertime 
will send the most timid to the telephone to berate the landlord? 

The geodesic earth-roof structure shown here would be rocket-emplaced and as
sembled in orbit at a distance of 450 nautical miles from the sea-level surface, then 
covered with a tight semiopaque plastic covering. In addition to making planetary 
environmental control a simplicity, the planet-dome would prevent the degradation of 
the extreme upper atmosphere, an undesirable entropic effect; provide effective 
shielding from cyclical ultraviolet photonic pulses occasioned by the solar sunspot 
cycle; and, with appropriate instrumentation, serve as a vast television screen for 
constant bombardment of the world-peoples with positive information. Finally, it will 
function as a permanent obstruction to divine intervention, thus facilitating the develop
ment of a me-orientated semieternal world-around control system. • 
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Where Do YOU Draw the Line? 
How depraved are you? Probably a lot more than you think. In this scientific 

test, Purita the Sacred Cow lets you find out just how far you're wi l l ing to go. Start 
with the first picture, and keep go ing until you throw up. When this happens , stop 
and DRAW THE LINE! The foolproof grading sys tem wil l show you exactly how you 
look to others. 

w 
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SOME CALL 

Anarchis 

Blasphemer 

Telegram 

Queer 

438P EDT OCT 20 71 PA425 

PH P NAA175 (AT 203NN709175) PD IPMCC8E DC 0430P EDTlO/20/71 

ZCZC223DCNOGE(PNNH149ZCZC048HDS002) GE(SUSDUPE) PDWUX 

WASHINGTON DC OCT 18 NFT 

HI FOLKS. 
HUMPTY DUMPTY SAT ON A WALL 
HUMPTY DUMPTY HAD A GREAT FALL 
IF YOU SAW YOUR SON TOM, IT 
WOULD SURE MAKE YOU VOMIT. 

DEEPEST SYMPATHIES FROM UNCLE SAM AND THE NEW FUN ARMY. 

a TOOSALTY\ 

Child Moleste 
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when acid 
ndigestion strikes... 
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STOMACH FOR MORE? 
I GOT FOUR/ 

Practicing PerverL. 

.ama 
..iital silks 

her in defer-
A'Year! Hap-

.ear them say; 
n broke upon 
' Year! 
tal, the Wash-
/ered Heaven-
or, it had been 
Lincoln Me-

e of the Great 
id in its place 
bronze Budd-

it through the 
was to see. 
raffic circu-
. rickshaws 
ite-skinned 

Scum of the Earth.. Riding in 
lacentMan-

.-eyed faces, 
oking opium 

^n what 

City_ 

State. -Zip. 

Full-size models!! 
Exit-Wound Plaster Casts 

of 
Famous Assassinees 

J.F.K. 
(A classic!) 

AND M A N Y M O R E 

George Jackson 
(Specia l ! Two exit-wounds 

for t h e price of one!) 

(Two for $8.50) 

Beyond Hope 
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I 
• t a l k , WHOLE EARTH (AWL0G 

tit* 

cWot t 
etc. 
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THE MOVEMENT 

M pou fjaben't got pour llitogetfter, 

get pour out! 
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IWOwm 

by Ken 
(as told to Carl 

It 's a l itt le red book, and it 's not the Thoughts of Chairman 
Mao, and you can read it in a few hours and never get over 
it again. A little red stool—The Book of Common Prayer. A 
few hundred pages and everything you need to know and do 
arid be, a how-to for droughts, christenings, sickness, comings 
and goings, losses and findings. Here's just a sample: " O h , 
Lord, we humbly beseech Your support and mercy for Your 
servant, our (brother/sister) (here put in name of sufferer) 
in (h is /her) hour of need. We beg that You may vouchsafe 
unto (h im/her) Your loving kindness and grace, considering 
that (he/she) is sore afflicted by (here put in affliction) and is 
in great need. This we ask in the Name of Your Son, Our Lord, 
Jesus Christ. Amen. " 

Episcopalianism isn ' t the oldest Way, just simple, graceful, 
unpushy, and unpavlovian (unlike Catholicism), not crude 
and noisy like Baptism. A nice little sect with something for 
everyone. Getting back into the habit of going to church on 
Sunday is a tr ip in itself. First, the hurrying and the getting 
showered (symbolic?), making sure the l itt le brown envelope 
is in the right breast pocket, giving the last touch to the 
handkerchief (three points—again symbolic?). Then into the 
car for the short ride to Church (avoiding the railroad cross
ing). Then the little, chaste fieldstone building, nothing flashy, 
no geodesies, no dayglo, old and sober and elegant. Saying the 
ritual hellos, to Mrs. Grady, Sue's piano teacher, and Mr. 
Purvis, who owns the feed store. Responsibility, appearance, 
manners: it 's all there, as strict and watered-silk smooth as 
Confucianism, but somehow not foreign, not puzzling. 

Inside, the oak pews, the maroon cushions. Hymn numbers 
like an old memory of the bookie in the Portland grocery store 
with his little lists of three-digit dreams on a brown grocery 
bag; The Old 100th; 412 ("Nearer My God to Thee"); 226 
("Once to Every Man and Nat ion," with that strange, out-
of-pace Oriental tune name—Ton-y-Botel); 144 ("Now the day 
is over, / Night is drawing nigh, / Shadows of the evening, 
/ Steal across the sky. / Grant to little children, / Visions 

Kesey 
Yastrzemski) \ s Qrcev 

bright of Thee . . . " ) . Good stuff, honest in a way Ginsberg 
would never Understand. 

The ups and downs, the congregation like a soft machine; 
the Creed, a small , uncomplicated statement, no ego: " I 
believe in one God . . . one, Holy, Catholic and apostolic 
Church . . . one." One is enough. To hell with the spiritual 
supermarket, Vishnu, Siva, Ramakrishna, Buddha, just more 
shiny products on the philosophical shelf. Special this week, 
Sufrsm, send away for free mantra. 

Later, the sermon, the Right Reverend Philip Darlington 
Tremaine's flat, reassuring voice pointing out the Latin hidden 
in "commi tment " : com-mir, "pu t together," "put w i th . " Ask
ing the question, what do we mean by "commi t tment "? The 
tel l ing of a joke about someone who thinks he has to get sent 
to the funny farm to be " t ruly commit ted. " 

Outside afterwards I have a short conversation with Mrs. 
Pruett, who is planning the spring bazaar with me, and we 
decide we'll have a committee lunch (there's com-m/t again) 
out at my place next week to "get the ball rol l ing." Nothing 
fancy, no love-feast in the catacombs, just Maxwell House 
and a Sara Lee coffee ring. This makes me think: Why doesn't 
anyone ask me to do commercials? Some of them I'd do for 
free, like Geritol. That stuff really works. I've tried Vitamin C, 
and B - l l , and brown rice, but Geritol does the trick. 

Back home we're just sitt ing down to the Plum Rose ham 
the little woman put together, and then a bunch of those 
goddamn bikers go by outside and I don't know what it is 
but they get to me with their pointless noise and fi lthy beards. 
I get out the Mauser and rush outside but too late—they're 
gone. I fire off a coupla rounds anyway for the hell of it and 
get back inside to that ham. Boy is that good and she can 
sure come through with the home fries. Later down at Lucky 
Lanes I bowl a 253 which ain't bad but Fred and Madge beat 
us out with a strike so we go for a brew and Fred says he's 
found a great seafood place down on 415 just past the Los 
Croillas exit, by the Howard Johnson's there you know . . . 

Here's Good News 
for Vegetarians! 

SCIENTISTS 
PROVE CHICKENS 

ACTUALLY 
FAST PLANTS 

"The amazing part," remarked Dr. 
Edmund Ingersoll at a recent Cornell 
University press conference, "is that 
they managed to fool us for so many 
years." The forty-six-year-old botanist 

went on to explain that hts studies had 
turned up conclusive evidence that chick
ens were nothing more than fast plants, 
plants that resorted to "mimicry," the 
ability of an organism to assume a su
perficial resemblance to another organ
ism for purposes of protection or con
cealment. The chicken plant, according 
to Dr. Ingersoll, took on the character
istics of its worst enemy, the bird. 

The study points out that chickens do 
not eat corn in any accepted sense but. 
rather, store the corn inside them so it 
can't be eaten by the birds. Then, late 

at night, when everyone is asleep, they 
sneak out and hide the corn where it will 
be safe..This has led Dr. Ingersoll to 
conclude that chickens are probably a 
variety of corn themselves and feel a 
bond with their less nimble kin. He 
added that, like any plant, chickens must 
be watered regularly and, if eggs are 
placed in the ground, many chickens 
will spring up. 

As for the future, Dr. Ingersoll plans 
extensive research into pot roasts which, 
he suspects, are a variety of tulip. 

(From New Grub News) 

THE WAY 
Work 70 years on one poem. 
When it is finished, 
Sign it with the name of 

your enemy 
And burn it. 
Tell no one what you 

have done, 
Least of all, 
Yourself. 

-MO'D 
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Zoot Sutras of Svi Chutni 
by Ripshit 

Of all the "How to Do" books my favorite is How to Know 
Everything, Control People, See God, Have Pleasant Reincar
nations, and Make Big Karma in the Fast-Paced Mantra Field. 
This stool is an old one, but the manifestation of i t 1 use is 
from the commentary of Vivasectanada, and is called The 
Sayings of Svi Chutni, by Koalapanda and Goldfish, Perma 
Press, Hollywood. 

Sutra means "hair of the dog " or "any of a variety of puff-
balls, especially the family Medula Oblongata," and right off 
the bat you get a nice feel for the role of paradox in Yoga. The 
sutras were composed sometime during the second adminis
tration of Grover Cleveland, around 18-something, which says 
a lot about the superiority of the East, considering that this 
obscure monk knew which end was up while our ancestors 
were still fooling around with gas for street-lighting. Refer
ences to Yoga meditations—and the zipper, "L inco ln " logs, 
and the dustpan, too, by the way—can be found around A.D. 
1500, and the concepts of the Godhead, the Whitehead, and 
the Blackhead probably date back much earlier, but Svi Chutni 
restated i t all for our t ime. 

The book is in four parts: Operation of the Individual Sutra, 
Immediate Action for Karma Blockage, Care and Cleaning of 
the Chakra, and Basic Yoga Tactics. The fol lowing are an 
excerpt from Svi Chutni's introduction and some sutras from 
the first part: 

My name is Svi Chutni and I am to be your principal instructor 
in a twenty-two-hour block of instruction on the Yoga. Yoga is 
your fr iend. You must learn to treat it right and it will treat you 
right. Remember, Yoga is not a " re l ig ion" ; you can call it a 
"discipl ine," a "sys tem," a "phi losophy," or a "me thod , " 
but never a "re l ig ion." Now for nomenclature: Yoga is an ego-
feeding, brain-operated, reality-apprehending, thought-clear
ing, semitheocratic, living-system. Have you got that? 

Response of the students: Yes, Drill Swami! 
I can't hear you! 
Response of the students: YES, DRILL SWAMI! 
That's better. Sound off like you've got some karma! 

THE SUTRAS 
1. There is a right way and a Yoga way. Learn the Yoga 

way. 
2. When you meditate, all I want to see is asses and 

elbows. 
3. In this life, you're on your own t ime. 
4 . If you don' t do a th ing right the first t ime, you' l l do i t 

again until you do it right. 
5. Learn to distinguish your right from your left. 
6. Practice this exercise: dig a hole four feet by four feet 

by four feet. Fill it in. 
7. This is the correct hand position: arm held out straight, 

elbow not locked, thumb and forefinger extended and 
joined. 

8. Repeat this incantation in a loud voice: " I want to be 
in a state of Nirvana, I want to blow some heathen 
minds! Yoga! All the way!" 

9. Know your general mantras. 
10. Remember SUTRA: Study, Understanding, Technique, 

Reflection, Awareness. 
I am a practicer of Yoga, the Queen of Philosophy, the 

Ultimate System. In previous incarnations, I was a toad at the 
feet of Buddha, and a butterfly in the hands of Ramakrishna, 
and a snail on the banyan tree. I am part of the proud four-
thousand-year-old Eastern tradit ion. I will achieve Nirvana. 
Follow me! 

Kleist is the Chinese Messiah—F. P. Adams 

Til 

reviewed 
by Ashy Residew 

First: Burn something unnatural, a book of logarithms. Lose 
yourself in the batter. Let tengo, the yeast, convert through 
ferment and decay; rise with the dough, don' t f ight it. Fold in 
friends. In French, bread is PAIN. 

Free your mind of kisku, the crust. Do away with the need 
to have things neat, in slices, laid out, ordered. Purge with 
fire—not the fire of G.E., but real fire, the f ire of rejection and 
sacrifice. The wholesome char. 

Learn to become a whole loaf, not half a loaf. In meditation, 
let Glomma, the Baker, cut through you with the bread knife 
of Shoofka, the-one-who-knows-one-when-he-sees-one. Bend 
like a pretzel. Become the hole in the doughnut. Beat yourself 
100 strokes with a saltstick. Serves al l , not just two or four. 

When I was a cupcake, I spoke as a cupcake. I understood 
as a cupcake. I thought as a cupcake. But when I became a 
coffee cake, I put away my cupcake t ins. 

A little like Esalen in the Hossafungay, the sweetening ex
ercises. Hands kneading others' dough. Much greater close
ness, awareness of inner ingredients: living in the same bread-
box, sleeping in the same pan, washing in the same mixing 
bowl. The Five Basics: millet, barley, flour, yeast, milk, f rom 
which the Bun of the Earth and the Giant Muffin of the 
Universe is baked. 

THE FIRST PANTRA 
Facing the Himalayas (use a good compass and a plumb 

line or atlas to be right), the Stone Ovens of the World, where 
Rorajungay-La rolled the First Batch; baked some a little while 
(the Caucasian loaf, thin, bitter); some a little longer (the yellow 
Mongoloid loaf, sweet, rich); and some until it burned (the black 
loaf, solid, nourishing). 
Chanting: 

I am common dough. 
Stir into me whole wheat flour until a thick batter is formed. 
Beat me well with your Spoon. 
Let me rise. 
Punch me down. 
Shape me into a loaf. 
Stick raisins in me. 
Bake me in your oven at 350° for twenty minutes. 
Remove me from my pan at the end of time, and let me cool or 

eat me right away, according to your taste. 
I serve you. 

ABOUT FRED BLENCH1S 
Writing about myself isn't easy, but here goes. 
I first came to Tossakooki in May, 1966, with some crois

sants (followers). It was an old motel, shuttered, left behind 
by the new freeway, the Pine Kone Kabins. It seemed right. 
I consulted the vanilla wafers, and the crumbs were opti
mistic, even joyous. 
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We wanted to start things afresh: draw wood, hew water. 
But we bit off more of Gonzo, the Lump, than we could chew 
with our base mouths. 

I sought the Spirit of the Board, equi l ibr ium, the place of 
Cutt ing Which Is Itself Not Cut. I dealt the ritual hands of 
Canasta, the Pack of Truths. I melded my red threes early 
and made two naturals. We took this Sign as the Proof of 
the Loaf. 

Since then we have prospered. New twinkies (students) 
come every day. Outsiders buy our products in fulf i l lment of 
the Second Cycle: giving to the Eaters, the Lesser Ones; 
taking from them the sour metals and unleavened, flat papers 
they fi l l their air pockets with. Balancing the Flim and the 
Flam, I bury this bad dough in a deep place, as the Master 
ordained, in a hidden vault, where i t wil l not corrupt the pure 
batter of the good batches. 

It is a hard way; sometimes we lose Loaves even when they 
have reached the Great Dinner Roll (state), but it is the way 
of things. As the great Master has said: If you cannot bear the 
great temperatures, remove yourself f rom the kitchen. 

THE FREAK SHALL INHERIT 
THE EARTH 

MORE STOOLS FROM MY STOOL-CHEST 
The stomach, the center, the what-it's-all-about, has had a rough day 

at the office. That pig-boss, the brain, those featherbedding flunkies, 
the mouth, ears, eyes, aorta. A real shit load of a day. The stomach kicks 
off its shoes. The stomach has a fierce th i rst on. What does the stomach 
crave? A Zen martini—the taste of no vermouth. 

Clear a space. Consider Vitoyanda the Infinite Gut. Contemplate the 
space until it becomes the presence of a bottle of vermouth—Tribuno, 
say (Martini or Cinzano are MadAv death-trips). Then wave the glass at 
the vermouth that is not vermouth and top it up with vodka. Give the 
guys in the boiler room a break. 

Tuft-Hunting in Africa 
Masola Gdambushwa was born in Igopogo, British West 

Ruwundi, now the People's Republic of Nazunda, in 1935. He 
is Nazunda's foremost man of letters, the author of hundreds 
of stories dealing with the life in his native land. He should 
have had one of Mr. Nobel's dynamite (literally) prizes long 
since for Tales of the Ossawama and The Laughing Tsetse, 
but, knowing the uptight Swedish Academy, don't hold your 
breath. 

The Tales are deeply rooted in humanity and the simple 
wisdom of the earth which we with our superslick Capote-
Nabokov-Updike literary establishment seem to have perman
ently lost sight of. Once you dip in, you'll keep coming back 
for more. 

Food for Thought 
Three friends were walking along the road f rom Mblojo to 

Mjlobo. It was a long walk and they became very hungry. 
Finally, one of them, Mljobo, said, "Well , who has the grub? 
I mean, let's t ie on the feedbag." The second, Mlbojo, said, 
"But , Mljobo, I thought you were going to bring the eats. 
I have nothing in my pockets but a Bmlojo [a musical instru
ment made by cutt ing holes in a rock] and a couple of Bush
man Cards. Say, Mljobo, if you have a Yoruba, I'll trade you 
two Mandingos for i t . " At this Mljobo grew sad. "What is to 
become of us, Mlbojo?" he said. "Are we to starve on the 
road from Mblojo to Mjlobo?" 

"Do not worry, Mljobo," said Mlbojo, playing a couple of 
notes on his Bmlojo. "Surely Mjbolo has brought something." 
At this, Mljobo and Mlbojo turned to Mjbolo, the third f r iend, 
and said, "Mjbolo, open your Jmbolo [vitt le bag] and let's 
eat!" But Mjbolo, who had a reputation as a sly person, said, 
" I am sorry, my friends, but my Jmbolo contains nothing but 
Bljomos [evil sp i r i t s ] . " 

When they heard th is , Mljobo and Mlbojo set down on the 
trail and wept. "These are tough bananas," they said, " t o 
die so young and on the road to' Mj lobo." But in a while they 
got up and all three went on their way. Suddenly Mljobo cried, 
"Look, fr iends, there is a Jlmobo tree, whence comes the 
Jlbomo root. We shall have lunch after a l l ! " At this, Mljobo 
quickly dug up some fine Jlbomo roots and gave them to 
Mjbolo and Mlbojo. But Mjbolo ate none. 

When Mljobo and Mlbojo had finished gorging themselves, 
Mlbojo said to Mjbolo, "Why do you not eat, Mjbolo?" And 
Mjbolo said, " I will eat later." Mljobo and Mlbojo laughed at 
this, for it was many miles to Mjlobo. 

Later, as they walked along, Mljobo began to hold his 
stomach and Mlbojo did the same. " O h , " said Mljobo, " I feel 
like the owl who has eaten the Norumba nut ! " And Mlbojo 
said, "Oh , I feel like the snake who has drunk the Uranda 
ju ice!" Then they both tossed their cassavas in the middle of 
the t ra i l . 

When they had finished being sick, up strode Mjbolo. "Now 
I eat ," he said, bringing out a spoon and dipping it in the 
mess, "bu t my lunch is hot !" 

Ginsberg, Ginsberg & Ginsberg 
Lawyers 

(Specialists in fine print.) 

letter from a competent freak 
Bolinas, Nov. 19th 

Dear Mr. Kesey, 
abadaba. Abbadabbadabba. Abbadabbabbadabbaab-
dababdabdabdabdab. AbdaBBaAbdaBbaBBdabbabba-
dabbABBADABBA! 

Yours sincerely, 
Abba D. Babba. 

cc: Paul Krassner 
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USED KARMA 
Lao-T'se said: "Make a great album as you would cook a 

small fish—gently." Yeah. This is it. An album, simply that. 

Also, a coming together, a celebration. Final statements by 

the best of The Best, inspiration by Carmel, one another, Big 

Sur—the only place left alive in Amerika. Cliffs plunge down to 

the Pacific, strings and dulcimers float up to the mountain-

tops. Long tresses stream in the wind, the mist rolls in off 

the ocean. All the essence of this perfectly reproduced by 

Acme Sound Systems in Studio C with Joan, Joni, David, Neil, 

James, Mimi, Kris, Sandy, John, Steve, Graham, Gracie, and 

many good hearts. Producer, Morty Mandalabaum. All equal, 

no stars, no strangers. All play for one another, all free. No 

costly studio musicians. One-take spontaneity. Saves on tape. 

Good vibes, good dope, twenty-four hours of tape, forty-seven 

more albums. The Big Survival Kit. The Big Sur Prize. The 

Big Syringe. Listen to the page. 

I IAA&INARY ESTATE 

f PUmpI 
J^._ • ji.^ * „ ; . ~ ...Til t 

fe 

of get ~ ltn« hi3V\ 

Good morning robin redbreas t on your mountain, 
We're b ro the r t rue and s i s t e r you and I . 
King and queen of nothing a l l alone an* sweet and t i n y , 
Pain i s Jus t my way of g e t t i n g h igh . 

There are t e s s e l a t e d t a s s e l s on the corner of my t e n t , 
My watercolor world i s sca rce ly dry. 
S i l v e r sp ider webs along the t r a i l where my man went, 
0 pain i s j u s t my way of g e t t i n g high. 

Clouds are a l l my r o y a l t i e s and leaves are my mechanicals , 
1 never ask a cent more than the sky. 
And I only want the money for some nuts and a Volvo, 
Pain i s j u s t my way of g e t t i n g high. 

Copyright Soggy Vapors Music 1971 

From "Free Like B i rds" The Grateful Dead 

. . . I n d i a n r i ngs on my f ingers 
On my back Alaskan fur 
And I'm speeding down the coastway 
from Bolinas t o Big Sur 
On Southeast Asian o i l 
In a pig-German car 
Hash from Tangiers 
Cuppa joe from Bogota 
And though the coppe_r in my s t e r e o i s r ipped off from Bol iv ia 
and I c o u l d n ' t ge t these stamps i f we shared some food with India 
MY HEAD IS STRAIGHT 
MY HEAD IS STRAIGHT 
MY HEAD IS STRAIGHT 
(Repeat to end) 

Copyright 1971 F i r s t Nat ional City Music Corporat ion 
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Bobby Hutton was h i s name and h i s blood was l i k e a flame 
tha t l i t the g h e t t o s t r e e t s from dawn to dusk. 
F i r e with f i r e , eye for eye , t r u t h for t r u t h in the b l az ing sky 
And he dropped the men of darkness as they came. 

0 pu l l the t r i g g e r s 
Niggers 
We're with you all the way 
Just across the bay. 
Whether it's in 
Oakland or Marin 
We're with you a l l the way 
Across the bay. 

Now Joan Baez i s the name and I ' v e a house by the sea 
And though my dream i s something l e s s tha t don ' t mean I c a n ' t say YES 
And i f I c a n ' t be there i t doesn ' t mean t h a t I don ' t care 
So next time off a pig for me, b r o t h e r , off a pig for me. 

0 p u l l the t r i g g e r s 
Niggers 
We're r i g h t behind you 
J u s t across the bay. 
Let us remind we ' r e r i g h t behind you 
J u s t across the bay. 

Copyright Fortunes Inc . by Joan and David Baez 1971 

Other Karmel treats from USED KARMA 
California Breadlines—John Stewart 

Lemme Get Back to Ya—Leonard Cohen 

I'm taking the Stockbridge exit off of the 

Massachusetts Turnpike turning right on

to Route 7 and going a mile down to the 

intersection with 102 in my mind—James Taylor 

Coming Down from Me—Kris "Kr istof ferson" Kristofferson 

Cash across the counterculture 

Ten percent of all profits from the proceeds of the sale of this 
album, due consideration having been made for the producers' , 
directors' , distributors', and performers' fees,- the party of the 
third part notwithstanding and all costs incurred during the 
production and distribution of same, not including incidental 
expenses incurred by any or all producers, performers, distribu
tors, agents, managers, accountants, lawyers, doctors, tailors, and 
pre- and post-release publicity expenditure, shall be donated to 
the Chicano Defense Fund. 

^ Peace Now Records 

i xxvr 
-A Leisure Service of Union Carbide-
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The Aquarian Age 
Ain't the Coon's Age 

January, a proposition (Prop. #13) rezoning Marin County 
will be placed on the ballot. This shuck is aimed at turning 
over vast tracts of Mill Valley to the land-rapists, ecoperverts, 
and Earthfuckers, under the cynical guise of providing inex
pensive, pollution-free housing for hundreds of thousands of 
inner-city minority groups. 

Similar bullshit is being handed down all over the country. 
Here in Marin we can lead the struggle for survival yet again 
by stopping this monstrous rip-off in its tracks. Here's why. 

The land in question is the people's—not the pig-nation's 
to fuck over as it pleases. It belongs to us. 

The land is settled to just the right capacity at present, if 
the ecosystem and life-cycles are to be maintained. Any con
struction at all would seriously endanger the prime habitat 
of the already scarce San Mateo Starling and destroy com
pletely the rare Northern Californian Mud Squid upon which 
the entire ecological balance of the area depends. .As the 
Northern Californian Mud Squid goes, so go we. Right now 
the Mill Valley area is just about balanced for survival—any 
further resource-users or even gatherers would mean curtains 
for the county (and because pig-nation land-boundaries are 
bullshit anyway—the surrounding counties as- well, including 
the inner-city itself. They breathe our trees). It doesn't matter 
what color the new residents are. They could be purple with 
green spots—the ecology is color-blind. 

The whole-community family structure which is at present 
being carefully built up would be totally destroyed by the 
introduction of large groups of unacclimatized individuals. 
For instance, think of the violence that would be done to 
whole-community family-structure if a sister were forced 
into an outmoded nuclear relationship with an unacclimatized 
out-group male. Then again, think of the damage that would 
be done to both community and environment by the high 
waste-production profile of the urban-oriented disadvantaged 
individual. 

In any case, why should some bleeding-heart pig-structure 
be allowed to fuck with their intricate social and tr ibal loyal
ties, thus destroying countless cultural tradit ions particularly 
in the areas of music, dance, and humor? 

Which brings us to the main reason. Marin County, and 
Mill Valley in particular, is white. As we and our black brothers 
and sisters in the struggle know, any black who willingly seeks 
the company of whites, especially on a permanent basis, is 
nothing more than a Tom and a handkerchief head. The whole 
rip-off is just another attempt by the running-dog capitalists 
to co-opt black consciousness, obstruct the radicalization of 
the Third World, and ensure a continuing supply of slave-labor. 
True radicalization of the black people lies in one direction and 
one only—not to Mill Valley but back to Africa. 

So if you're still into the struggle—keep Mill Valley WHITE. 
Vote NO on Prop. 13. Power to the people! We are all one! 
Buddha mit t uns!! 

He who has achieved oneness should move 
on to twoness. --Ken Kesey 

U N 0 ' \ 
If I DON'T HAVE \ 

ANY SPARE 
V. CHANGE / / 

FROM 
Linda Kasabian'sSpahn Ranch Cookbook 
"The way to a man's heart is through his stomach. To get 
to his kidneys, turn right at the colon." 

"Fun proceeds from a barrel of monkeys" 
—Shecky Ch'ien 

Tell Unkle Ken 
dereunKle 
like here in B.C. the backwoods are in bloom imean Nature is 
a MOTHERFUGGAH clean clean clean ramblingrose had the 
kid and it caught typhsomething from the water but we scored 
some smacjk for it and its ok. had to eat Digger last winter he 
left you his goldtooth lovelovelovelovelovelovelovelovelove-
lovel einstein and the peabrains 

FROM THE WEATHER BUREAU 
They looked f rom pig to man, and from man to pig, and 

from pig to man again; but already it was impossible to say 
which was which. 

—GeorgeOrwell, Animal Farm 

The time has come for us all to face up to the facts and take 
the right remedy. We are all of us, black and white, brothers and 
sisters, pigs; and if we have any sense of cosmic Tightness left in 
our bodies, we owe it to humanity to off ourselves. 

You know this. You just don't want to face up to it. But if you 
need some prodding, just remember a couple of these stools from 
my stool-box: 
• If you live anywhere in the North American continent, even 
if you poison nothing, kill nothing, contribute nothing, commune, 
meditate, you're living on land ripped off from the Indians. 
You're a pig. 
• If you exhale any breath, it's mostly carbon dioxide, and if you 
don't think that's a No. 1 boss poison, try putting a plastic bag 
over your head sometime and see how long you last, pig. 
• If you shit or piss anywhere on Earth you're dumping a load 
of ureic acid on Mother Earth, and ureic acid is one of the basic 
ingredients of friendly old Mr. PolyUrethane. You pig. 
• If your body gives off any heat, it contributes to thermal pollu
tion, which in turn is a basic energy degradation that is killing 
the universe. Goddamn motherfucking pig. 
• You're reading this on the corpse of a tree, pig. A cow died 
to make your fucking belt. 

Remember: if you're not part of the final solution, you're part 
of the problem. But don't go offing yourself half-cocked: if you 
take poison, it goes right into the environment; I won't even talk 
about guns; and there's enough gunk in the ocean without you 
adding to it by jumping off a bridge. I recommend hanging, with 
hemp, NOT NYLON, rope, over a four-foot-deep hole half-filled 
with active compost. If you must leave a note, write it on bark. 

Of course, suicide is the ultimate ego trip. With my Sufi training 
I have reduced my ego to the size of the Blessed Peanut and cast 
it into the Lake of Denial. I am powerless to act. 

What's your excuse, pig? 

MORE STOOLS FROM MY STOOL-CHEST 
ego ego ego ego ego egO egO eGo EGo eGO EGO 
EgOegoegoegoegoegoegoegoeGoEgOeGOegOEGOEGO 
EGOEGOEGOEGOEGOEGOEGOEGO 
I am cleansed. —Ken Kesey 

Price Corrections to Previous Catalogs 

Item Price Now Is 

A Beginner's Book of Nepalese Knot-Control.$3.50 
Abortion: The Martinizing Method 5.95 
Asparagus: Nature's Toothbrush 4.50 
Buildingwith Baked Potatoes 3.50 
Building with Boiled Potatoes out of print 
Christ: Man or Meteorite? 2.50 
Cooking with Adobe out of print 
Forgetting Physics 4.95 
Forgetting Western History 5.95 
The Grocery Store in Your Woodwork 6.50 
Ku F'ang: The Chinese Art of Giving 

Hitsiesand Nougies 7.75 
Natural Existence: Vol. II, Live Like a Chigger. 14.50 
Natural Existence: Vol. Ill, Live Like a Rock ...14.50 
Putting Your Warts to Work 6.50 
The Wit and Wisdom of Milkweeds 7.95 
Bury My Hard-On at Wounded Knee 3.95 
1972 Sears-Roebuck Catalog free 
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Che Guevara's Bolivian Diaries 
(Editor's note: Following the world
wide shock and mourning over the 
reported death of Ernesto "Che" Gue
vara by a Bolivian Army firing squad, 
the personal diaries of the revolution
ary's tragic and abortive attempt to 
overthrow the oppressive Barrientos 
regime quickly became a classic text 
on guerilla warfare. However, recent 
chemical analysis of these documents 
have revealed minute traces of ketch
up and A.l. Sauce ingrained in the 
paper, two substances Che himself de
nounced in an article on field kitchen 
maintenance for the Chinese news 
magazine Ping An as "reactionary 
and counterrevolutionary condiments 
fit only for bourgeois pigs and their 
revisionist cookouts." Other telltale 
clues belie the authenticity of the 
"diaries" as well, specifically the 
close attention given to spelling and 
grammar. Simultaneously with the 
discovery of this cruel hoax, Nat-
LampCo News Service Latin Amer
ican correspondent Douglas Kenney 
recently discovered the authentic 
manuscript outside the La Paz air
port, where its pages were being em
ployed as wrappers by an illiterate 
taco. vendor. Craftily obtaining the 
documents from the simple peasant 
in return for some beads, hand mir
rors, and assorted trinkets, news-
hound Kenney returned stateside 
immediately with the diaries, only 
then realizing that his wallet was 
missing. NatLampCo is proud to 
publish these historic footnotes to the 
brave rebelde's work, and hopes that 
they may fan the flames of global 
indignation against tyranny, oppres
sion, and greaser pickpockets.) 

Noviembre 7 
At long last, our little band has 
touched Bolivian soil! The flight from 
Havana was uneventful, although 
every one of us stretched our revo
lutionary discipline to the limit fight
ing down the urge to jump out of 
our. seats, rush to the cockpit and 
stick a pistola in the pilot's ear. In 
fact, Marcos, my hot-blooded second-
in-command, did, at one point, lose 
control and leap from his seat shout
ing, "jPrende ce avion o Cuba!" Luck
ily Marcos' seat belt was still fas

tened and his attention diverted by 
a double hernia long enough for 
Tanya, our East German compahera, 
to whisper that the plane was still 
in Havana and stuff an air-sickness 
bag in his mouth. 

Marcos and I supervised the unload
ing of our baggage. We are posing 
as a Mexican mariachi band, our 
tools of war cloaked in the guise of 
musical instruments. Unfortunately, 
one of the customs officials discov
ered that our bass-fiddle case con
tained a Russian-made YD-47 heavy 
mortar. Thinking quickly, I put my 
mouth to the barrel and, with no little 
difficulty, improvised a few bars of 
"Beso Me Mucho" until his suspi
cions were allayed. There was, in 
addition, a tense moment when a 
porter accidentally pulled the pin on 
one of our maracas, but, as fate would 
have it, the device was of Bulgarian 
manufacture and failed to explode. 

After breaking our fast (and one 
of my fillings) with tacos bought 
from a little peasant vendor outside 
the airport, Tanya, Marcos, Pombo, 
Camba, and I hailed taxis and di
rected them to our secret hideout in 
the trackless jungles of Nancahuazu. 
As we drive, Marcos, a swaggering 
adventurer who even apes the way I 
curl my beard, looks over my shoulder 
as I write in my diary, hoping to steal 
some good lines for his own. You are 
an idiot, Marcos, and it is no wonder 
that your publisher wouldn't give you 
an advance. 

Noviembre 8 
We have arrived at Nancahuazu, a 
forbidding jungle valley in the Cono 
Sur region. There is much to be done 
here. I have sent Pombo and Camba 
out in search of game, and Marcos 
out in search of fhem both to make 
sure they do not break discipline and 
bring the animal back unfit to eat. 
Men without women—an old story. 
I have also sent Tanya back to La 
Paz in search of my wallet, which I 
know I had before we ate those tacos. 

Noviembre 9 
Tanya has already done much to 
make the old farmhouse comfortable. 
She has set up an elaborate wire 

clothesline in the surrounding palms 
and amuses herself by sitting under 
it prattling to her vanity case in that 
husky baritone I have come to love. 
When she tires of this game, she will 
adjust her wig (an early illness has 
left her with a permanent crew-cut) 
and lumber off to her pet pigeons, 
first attaching shiny metal capsules 
to their feet for ballast. This morn
ing, in a burst of feminine exuberance, 
she climbed hand over hand to the 
top of our hideout with a bucket of 
red paint in her teeth and decorated 
the roof with a gay bull's-eye. 

At least there is one in whom I can 
have confidence. 

Noviembre 10 
Our first contact with the peasant 
population. Pombo was roasting a 
jaguar and Camba was occupied try
ing to kill it, when the noise attracted 
a passing worker returning from the 
distant tin mines. I ordered him to 
stop and fired over his head, barely 
creasing the scalp. With that, four 
others who had been watching shyly 
behind some acacias ran toward us 
in joyful recognition, shouting, "jNon 
fuere, non nos muertos, por favor 
sefior!" ["All hail the glorious revo
lution!"—Ed.] Now that we had won 
the confidence of these ragged but 
plucky recruits, I told them that they 
would be the nucleus of a people's 
army which would one day overthrow 
the corrupt Barrientos dictatorship 
and free its victims from conditions 
of exploitation indistinguishable from 
the Middle Ages. Childlike, they 
stood dumbly at first, too over
whelmed with pride to speak. I trig
gered a volley high over their knees 
to loosen their tongues, and, as one 
man, they raised their hands over 
their heads in agreement and enthu
siastically emptied their pockets. 

Now we are ten. 

Noviembre 13 
Excellent news has come in a coded 
newscast from Radio Havana. Fidel 
tells us that Bertrand Russell and 
Jean-Paul Sartre have espoused our 
cause and will marshal support for 
us throughout the European Left. Not 
only will this shower us with arms 

continued 
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continued 

and followers, but, if they agree to 
coauthor the introduction, my diary 
sales should be boosted by easily fifty 
thousand copies. Perhaps we can get 
out another printing of my other 
book as well (One Hundred and Fifty 
Questions to .a Guerilla, People's 
Press, Havana, Cuba. Seventy pesos, 
hard-cover, thirty pesos, soft-cover.) 

There is bad news as well. The 
peasants grow restive, making unrea
sonable and petty demands for food 
and water. The jaguar is gone, and 
has taken most of our rations with 
him. All that is left are open-face 
iguana sandwiches and pineapple 
soup. Even I found myself forcing 
down a bottle of Coca-Cola, the vile 
mate of yanqui imperialists. Although 
the foul liquid made me gag, I no
ticed an odd aftertaste that I could 
not dispel. A half hour later I found 
myself having another, and yet an
other. This is foolish counterrevolu
tionary weakness on my part, and I 
will steel myself against it. 

But I suppose it can't hurt to kill 
the six-pack. 

Noviembre 28 
A visitor. Regis Debray, the famous 
French war groupie, has come with 
more happy news. L'Express has final
ly agreed to my price for the prepub-
lication rights, and there is talk of 
a series based on our adventures for 
French television. But this matter 
must rest until more important tasks 
are completed—negotiations are 
stalled with Marboro for my poster, 
and Gomez, my agent, says Timex 
is still sitting on the wristwatch. Ac
cordingly, I have radioed Gomez that 
they can make my arms go backwards 
and use "It's Counterrevolutionary!" 
as the sales gimmick. 

jViva la revolution! 

Diciembre 1 
Dissension. Again the men complain 
about the lack of food, and the sea
sonal rains have begun causing wide
spread diarrhea, making our move
ments plain to the enemy. Ha ha, a 
joke, sit As Mao has written, "In 
times of hunger, one jest can be worth 
a hundred bowls of rice, particularly 
if you have no bowls of rice anyway." 
The men have taken to routinely dis
obeying orders, and frequently have 
to be disciplined for pillow-fighting 
after lights-out. If this seems harsh, 
it must be remembered that for pil
lows, true guerrillas use logs. 

Marcos' patrol has returned with 
word of an enemy encampment not 
five kilometers from where we stand. 
Tonight we meet to plan an ambush 
and vote on whether or not to eat 
Tanya's pigeons. 

Marcos reports the enemy has 
Coca-Cola! 

Diciembre 2 
The euphoria of victory! The ambush 
is a success despite a minor tactical 
blunder that decimated our forces. 
This morning, before our column ad
vanced on the enemy, I told Gamba 
to (1) scout the trail ahead, (2) set 
up the ambush down river, and (3) 
organize a perimeter defense. Misun
derstanding my orders, he (1) wan
dered aimlessly into the jungle, (2) 
became hopelessly lost, and (3) fell 
asleep. Nevertheless, Gamba's piece 
accidentally discharged as he col
lapsed, and the enemy was wiped out 
to a man in the ensuing, pointless 
crossfire. The dead were stripped of 
their uniforms and equipment, but 
little in the way of weapons were re
covered save a few pocketknives and 
BB pistols. However, we managed to 
salvage a portable cooler full of Coca-
Cola, a beverage I am finding more 
and more to my liking. 

jHasta la Victoria Siempre! 

Diciembre 4 
Radio La Paz reports that a search 
party is being organized to locate a 
troop of Eagle Scouts that has failed 
to return from an overnight camping 
trip in the Nancahuazu region. 

;Oops! 

Diciembre 10 
The rains have begun again, and there 
is much wheezing and sniffling. Not 
to mention whining. We have run out 
of Contac. The men are hungry and 
are reduced to boiled hand-grenades. 
Tanya still refuses to let us at the 
pigeons and spends most of her time 
talking to her vanity case. Neither 
will she sleep with me, although I 
have pursued her for these many 
weeks. Do all East German women 
have such long periods? It is very 
strange. Perhaps that is why so many 
of their men jump over the Wall. 

Also, the mosquitoes plague us by 
night. They are of immense size and 
their constant buzzing robs us of our 
sleep. So used are we to their con
tinual presence that it was not until 
an hour ago that I realized via Radio 
La Paz that our positions are being 
bombed and strafed nightly by Bolivi
an helicopters. 

There is no more Coca-Cola and I 
notice my hands are trembling. 

Diciembre 15 
Rain. 

Diciembre 16 
Rain. 

Diciembre 17 
Rain. 

Diciembre 18 
Our first loss. Camba, as usual, fell 
asleep on guard duty with his mouth 
open and drowned. 

Diciembre 22 
Marcos relates a wonderful dream he 
had last night. He dreamt that in three 
weeks we will march triumphantly 
into the capital leading ten thousand 
soldiers. The gates open before us 
without a shot being fired, and in the 
plaza we are greeted by throngs of 
delirious well-wishers. Little children 
stringing garlands around our gun 
mounts dance beside our armored 
cars, and the old ones weep with joy, 
singing the old songs again, shrieking 
the old shrieks. At the top step of the 
palace, Barrientos himself is standing 
meekly. Head lowered, he offers his 
sword, but, in the tradition of the great 
generals, I refuse it and shoot off his 
kneecaps. Then, arm in arm, Marcos, 
Pombo, Tanya, and I walk into the 
palace, where we are given cham
pagne, caviar, cigars and certificates 
good for ten rubdowns at the Nogales 
Health Spa. We get unlimited room 
service. We can put our feet up on 
the desks. No one cares if we don't 
make the bed. The phone rings and 
it's Fidel congratulating us and asking 
us if we can spare a fiver. We live 
happily ever after, and our story is 
made into a major motion picture 
starring John Wayne, Omar Sharif, 
Steve McQueen, and Candy Bergen. 
We get 10 percent of the gross. 

This is a good dream. 

Diciembre 23 
Marcos has had another dream. Har
old Stassen is sworn in as President of 
the United States aboard the S.S. 
Titanic, while overhead floats the 
Hindenburg piloted by Amelia Ear-
hart and Wiley Post, who are being 
married by Judge Crater and about 
to embark on a two-week honeymoon 
in Atlantis. 

We must always be on guard against 
such idle, bourgeois fantasy. 

Enero 2 
More bad news from Havana. Sartre's 
and Russell's appeal to Europe's revo
lutionary youth has brought little 
gold to our war chest. However, Fidel 
has cheered us by forwarding a peti
tion of support from the fifth-grade 
class of the People's Primary School 
in East Berlin containing twenty-
eight signatures and a pledge of two 
weeks' milk money. In addition, we 
have, to date, received thirty-six in
quiries from Sorbonne PolySci majors 
requesting information for their doc
toral theses. 

Also, Gomez writes that the watch 
gimmick didn't go over and Debray 
has received a letter from the French 
television network rejecting the series 
idea. They claim it wouldn't stand a 
chance against "Hogan's Heroes." 

This afternoon, as a demonstration 
of their affection for their liberators, 
the peasants have deserted. 
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Enero 5 
More rain today. Once again the men | 
are racked with diarrhea and our pa- I 
trols are frequently halted, as march- i 
ing is difficult with everyone's pants : 
down around his ankles. Our situation j 
is desperate. We have also run out of 
air freshener. 

Enero 6 
The diarrhea grows worse. We have | 
run out of corks as well. 

Enero 14 
The extremity of our need has driven 
us to reckless adventurism. Last even
ing, under the cover of a moonless 
night and some captured Airwicks, 
we stole into the little town of Pala- j 
mos and attacked the local farmacia. | 
Suddenly, many guns opened up on 
us and we were caught in an ambush 
of Bolivian soldiers before we could 
get to the Kaopectate. How could 
they have known? Luckily, we es
caped with our lives, although several 
of us have suffered flesh wounds from 
kamikaze pigeons. The men begin to 
grumble and, in their rush to blame 
others for their own tactical mistakes, 
cast suspicious eyes towards Tanya, 
who, by the way, says her period will 
soon be over and we can begin heavy 
petting. 

Nevertheless, the men must be paci
fied, and our now-routine diet of 
stuffed mortar rounds has been sup
plemented with squab. 

Enero 17 
No Cokes for three days. My hands 
are shaky and my knees are weak. I 
am itching like a man on a fuzzy tree. 
Delirious. I cannot go on unless I have 
another. Soon. A peasant in the village 
will deal with me—one rifle, one six-
pack. 

Soon the sentries will be sleeping. 

Enero 18 
The camp is in an uproar. Someone 
slipped past the guards last night and 
stole six rifles. No one is above suspi
cion, and as an example to the rest, 
I shot Pombo through the foot with 
the remaining rifle. 

Marcos has been stirring up trouble 
again. He is jealous of my deal with 
Playboy for the "Che" tie clips and 
billfolds. If we take the capital by 
spring, I tease him, the norteameri-
canos will be forced to recognize Cuba 
and I can plug my book on the Juan-
nie Carson show. This is another of 
those jests I have previously de
scribed. But Marcos persists in dis
obeying my orders, and was absent 
for bed check. I was forced to disci
pline Marcos and order him to stand 
in the corner for three hours. How
ever, there was another helicopter raid 
last night and there are no corners' 
left in the camp. I made him stand in 
the latrine instead. Barefoot. 

Enero 19 
Today we planned the major thrust 
of our campaign. The time is ripe for 
decisive action, for the men grow list
less waiting around to be picked off 
by snipers. Marcos, impetuous roman
tic that he is, foolishly proposed strik
ing at the U.S.-owned oil refineries at 
Camari, while the rest of our dwind
ling brotherhood wished to march on 
the United Fruit Company complex 
in Fuelga, in the hopes of cadging 
some bananas from the Fruits. An
other jest. One of Mao's favorites. 

After several hours of democratic 
discussion, I rapped my rifle butt 
(which serves in this rough-and-ready 
forum as a gavel) on Marcos' head 
and settled the matter. Tomorrow we 
set out for La Nosa, the industrial 
nerve-center of yanqui colonialism in 
Bolivia. Also, the largest Coca-Cola 
bottling plant in the southern hemis
phere. 

Onward! 

Enero 20 
A black day. 
I t began well enough. The men who 

had not been carried off by the jaguar 
were roused from their trees at dawn, 
and by noon we were gliding stealth
ily down Highway 42 to La Nosa, 
stopping only to eat, sleep or loot an 
occasional cantina. My brave compa-
heros were in high spirits, and several 
times I reprimanded them for exu
berantly singing what has become our 
song of battle, the "Bataan Death 
March." When we neared La Nosa, 
I divided our force into three squads 
—Pombo was to move his men around 
to the left flank and pretend to sca
venge for 2-cent-deposit bottles, and 
Marcos was assigned to assault the 
main gate under the cover of the 
guardhouse searchlights. It fell to me 
and Tanya to wait behind a granite 
outcropping and shout hearty advice 
and encouragement. 

We waited until dusk, and at pre
cisely 0800 hours I gave the signal to 
move out. At 0810 I gave the signal to 
shoot anyone still cringing behind the 
trees, and the attack was underway. 
As Pombo's unit moved into the clear
ing, a company of Bolivian infantry 
opened fire, chopping Pombo and his 
men into paella. Immediately, I 
sensed that something had gone 
wrong. As if to confirm my suspicions, 
Marcos' men advanced to the gate 
and were cut to ribbons. Marcos him
self barely escaped with his life, 
shielding his body with a Coca-Cola 
cooler, and scrambled back to our po
sition covered with thick, sticky fluid. 
Despite my hopes, it was not his 
blood, but the sight of a five-foot-two-
inch, 120-pound Cuban running at 
breakneck speed with a quarter-ton 
vending machine under his arm did, at 

least, distract General Orvando's sol
diers long enough to make good our 
escape. 

As we struggled back to our base, 
it became obvious that we were being 
observed, because whoever lead our 
column was periodically shot between 
the eyes. This obstacle to our progress 
led to an animated debate among the 
survivors as to who next was to be
come the first, or "point man," for the 
remainder of our withdrawal. Marcos, 
unwilling to obey both my orders that 
he lead and continue to carry the Coke 
machine on his back, suggested that 
we confuse them by walking back
wards. 

And this man, I tell you, was not 
only free to walk the streets of Ha
vana, but to drive an automobile. 

Enero 21 
All hope has vanished. They sur
rounded us as we slept. We are out of 
ammo, the men are threatening to eat 
Debray and Pombo is acting suspi
ciously despite his death in my pre
vious entry. I think I, too, am feeling 
weary of the chase. Poor Tanya. So 
deranged is she by the rout that she 
now only croons to her case, even 
while the artillery rounds, as if by 
magic, slowly find the range on our 
positions. They are coming for Che. 
The noose is tightened, and soon, the 
fascists think, Che will be captured, 
shot against a peasant wall and 
dragged through the muddy streets 
like a slaughtered goat. 

I look at Marcos, sleeping peace
fully now that I have clubbed him into 
insensibility, and I think of how many 
dreams we snared together during the 
Cuban revolution, how he looked up 
to.me like an older brother, copying 
everything about me, and how proud 
he would be, were he conscious, to 
know that I have just traded identity 
papers with him, shaved, and covered 
my head with one of Tanya's shawls, 
which she soon will no longer be need
ing, I can personally assure you. 
Then, over the river and through the 
woods, who knows? Maybe my cousin 
in Buenos Aires who works at the 
you-know-what factory will hide me. 

Che must live, for wherever the 
people are ground under the heel of 
yanqui imperialism, my spirit must be 
with them, whether it be in Rio de 
Janeiro, Tahiti or Acapulco. Soon, a 
new dawn, a red dawn, will give light 
to the world, and perhaps these few 
small things I have done to hasten 
that day will be remembered, particu
larly if Dalton Trumbo (Spartacus, 
Viva Zapata) agrees to rough out 
the shooting script. Che Lives? 
. . . The Che Guevara Story? . . . 
A Che for All Seasons? . . . I Re
member Che? . . . Viva Che? . . . A 
Che Is Born? . . . • 
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My Arrives 
We proudly present 

Name: /?<z*^*^*A.*.^^ /Xs^JL^ 

^ Born on: yp?Zl<ASa 
a t ~?7?a**isJ** 

D ate: s*££ * ̂ *£r /?7<o 

.day 
___o'clock_ 

'T 
City or K a m l e t : _ ^ ^ 2 c l 
Province: (g^,, a^s** 

Hospital: 

Doctor: 

Nurse:. 

About Mother 
N a m e ^ ^L 
Background : / ^ S?7/2&J>JI ^L>,/. 

&Ld. -£^, f</.. 1 

About father 
Name: £!_ 

Background- f, ,«><J6L /freA^-y?. 

ftaby'sHandprint 

Doctor's Note—The extensive use of powerful herbicides and defoliants in our country 
has brought about many interesting changes in the human body. There is no reason, 
however, just because your baby didn't come with both kidneys or all ten toes, that he 
can't live a content and useful life. 

feeding My 
( ) Breast (X) Bottle 

^^L^J^LLs , ^ / > ^ Y~Aey. £^ZL*J^J[rt<Ar<rnjtr 

© Yen-Hoc Publishing Company 1964. All Rights Reserved. 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



^ Progress Report f 
The following age classifications are approximate because wide variations occur within 
normal limits. Fill in the ages at which your baby achieves the stages of development 
listed below. 

Age 
Four Weeks Old: 

Able to whimper ^ «?&-• 

Three Months Old: 
Able to cringe <2/6 ^^ 
Eligible to vote for Thieu <W,/*refc*^-

Six Months Old: 
First nightmares f -?^-zo 

One Year Old: 
Able to limp unaided /V /ryu^ 

Fifteen Months Old: 
Able to dive for cover 
Says first words 

/ tj? -?n-£> • 

•y /& ,/r*-^> 

Two Years Old: 
Knows bombing raids without being warned 

Three Years Old: 
Able to treat own wounds 

Four Years Old: 
Able to pimp 

Five Years Old: 
Able to deal smack ... 
Ready to support self 

V , Weight Chart 
Birth 
1 Week 
2 Weeks 
3 Weeks 
4 Wepks 
5 Weeks 
6 Weeks 
7 Weeks 
8 Weeks 
9 Weeks 
10 Weeks 
11 Weeks, 

y 

7 
7 
7 
7 
7 
7 

7 
6 
6 
6 

lbs. 
lbs. . 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. . 
lbs. . 
lbs. 

eX 

J-

J.O 

7 
V 
I 
o. 

JY 

9 

ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 

12 Weeks 
13 Wpeks 
14 Weeks 
4 Months 
'5 Months 
6 Months 
1 Year 
18 Months 
2 Years 
3 Years 
4 Years 
5 Years 

6 
6 

6 
S 

lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. _ 
lbs. 
lbs. 
lbs. 

Jbs . 

? ozs. 
7 ozs. 
(? ozs. 
£ ozs. 
3 ozs. 
^2 ozs. 

7.2~* ozs. 
ozs. 
ozs. 
07S. 

OZS. 

ozs. 
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What to flame the Baby 
Name Meaning 

Xich "vendor of poppy dust" 
Tre "avoider of pungee sticks" 
Thap " m a i m e d " 
Sau "product of gang rape" 
Nhanh . . . "one who can walk" 
T r o n g — " b o d y bag" 
Dat "favorite of the bro the l " 
Hoa " f rom the free-fire zone" 
Mooc "detector of land mines" 
Ba " th i rd base" 

Baby's Tirst Word 
Date: J ^ £ _ * ? 4 _ /?7/ 
First Word \^2ric^<-^ 

Baby's Tint Wound 
Date \-^e£. *?4-/f7/ , 
Treated hy.-^AdSAJ. ^ 2 - g ^ / 
Scars \^3^^ui%A^tA g&AJt^ <^M7^ i^^^^sJ^u^ 
Comments : . ,?^ *A*XAM4L /*.. 
./tAJUdjU&£~, 

Attach Sample of First Dressing Here 

Q 

A 

A 

Ask the "Doctor 
Although my little girl is over four years o ld , she still con
tinues to suck her stump. I've tr ied everything to get her 
to quit but wi thout success. What can I do? 

Sucking the stump is a common problem and nothing to 
be alarmed about. I suggest you try d ipping her stump 
in alum before bedtime and periodically throughout the 
day. A few weeks of such treatment should put an end to 
this annoying habit. 

Q: What can be done about a child who persists in bleeding 
in bed? When I nag and scold about it, he turns a deaf ear 
(his right). Punishment only makes the problem worse. 

Rubber sheets seem called-for here. Once a child has 
made up his mind to bleed in bed, little more can be 
done than to sit t ight and hope he outgrows it. 

Dr. Huynh DucTuan 

Address all inquiries about your baby's medical problems to Ask the Doctor, c/o the 
Yen-Hoc Publishing Co., 242, Vo Di Nguy St., Cia Dinh, Saigon Province. 
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Snapshots 

"??£<?£-• axd- >7tJ~' 

Nursery Khymes 
Wil ly Calley, pudding and pie, 
Shot the boys and madethemdie . 
When the girls came to surrender, 
Wi l ly just ignored their gender. 

Baa, baa, black market, 
Have you any scag? 
Yes sir, yes sir, 
Would you like a bag? 
Some for the master-sergeant, 
Some for the pain, 
Some for the hooker 
Who goes down in the lane. 

Monday's child is born dead. 
Tuesday's child is underfed. 
Wednesday's child is full of junk. 
Thursday's child's a burning monk. 
Friday's child is lame and bl inded. 
Saturday's child is feeble-minded. 
But the children born on Sunday 
Wil l be tossed in mass graves one day. 

Maby'sTirstfuneral 
D a t e : _ - ^ ^ w - ^ y < '?7<3 

Type of Service: ^L^^L4?£*L£ 
C o m m e n t s : <^i^f; y&cA,*J&*JLZ.• jlc^-Cyw*~c^ 
~~ ; ~ — - ~ " '""— <r , • 

Paste Photo of Baby's Grave Here 

4.L 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



. 

MQuers 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



3"UST NOW WHEN WE WERE MAKING LOVE, 
YOU MADE FACES...YOU MOANED...YOU 
&k\0*OH YES, OH BABY, YES X LOME YOU,. 
YES...YOU'RE IN ME... OH 7ESU5 CHRIST... 

OH YES... 

XT WAS • YEAH ? WELL YOU 
RtPICULOUS. H G°T 6 0 I N 6 PRSTTY 

A, , , . > I GOOD YOURSELF. 

NATIONAL LAMPOON 75 Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



14 brilliant reasons why you should read 

INTELLECTUAL DIGEST 

1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 
6. 
7. 

A biochemist explains how a virus may be 
used to cure diabetes. (American Scientist) 
Betty Friedan tells why she's worried about 
the latest trend in the women's liberation 
movement. (Social Policy) 
A noted anthropologist explains how "dum
mies" are being used to probe the innate 
behavior of man. (New Society) 
Susan Sontag talks about the effect of wide-
open pornography on the Swedish society. 
(Ramparts) 

A psychologist analyzes why we win or lose 
at poker. (Trans-action) 
Paul Goodman dissects the failure of mass 
higher education in America. (New Reforma
tion: Notes of a Neolithic Conservative) 
Two leading genetics authorities discuss the 
future of egg transplantation . . . and test-tube 
babies. (Science Journal) 

8. 
9. 

10. 
11. 
12. 
13. 
14. 

Aldous Huxley describes his early experimen
tation with drugs. (Letters of Aldous Huxley) 

Two leading physicists talk about "black 
holes" in space with the power to obliterate 
matter. (Physics Today) 

Kenneth Clark tells why he opposes black 
studies programs. (Antioch Review) 

An observer explains why the Soviet worker 
is more concerned with materialism than with 
civil rights. (The New Leader) 

What happened every Saturday night at Rue 
de Fleurus . . . the home of Gertrude Stein. 
(Art In America) 

Gore Vidal talks candidly about Mailer, 
Kerouac, Hesse and Gide. (Partisan Review) 

A pioneer aerobiologist explains how clouds 
may be used to reduce the pollutants in our 
atmosphere. (Natural History) 

From literary magazines. Professional magazines. Political pub
lications. Scientific journals. The freshest ideas from over 300 
brilliant magazines—now reprinted in a single new periodical. 

There has never been a magazine like INTELLECTUAL 
DIGEST before. Our editors read the most significant maga
zines and journals in the world, and select the articles 
most important to the thinking layman. INTELLECTUAL 
DIGEST culls from all fields: science, sociology, literature, 
politics, art, medicine, history, even zoology. Our only re
quirement is that every article be thought-provoking, impor
tant, informative—and lively. 

Many articles are published in full. And when we do 
"digest," we do so only by editing in collaboration with the 
author. Thus the integrity—even the complexity—of the 
original is retained. 

In addition, three newsletters in each issue keep you up to 
the minute on the major disciplines of the social sciences, sci
ences and arts. Outstanding non-fiction books are excerpted, 
too—many before publication. (A few recent examples: 
KateMillett 's Sexual Politics, Charles E. Silberman's Crisis 
in the Classroom, Paul Goodman's New Reformation: Notes 
of a Neolithic Conservative.) 

Doesn't this sound like the kind of magazine you would 
like to read? You can try an issue of INTELLECTUAL 
DIGEST without cost or obligation. Just mail the coupon 
and a complimentary issue — with over 15 articles from 15 
publications—will be sent to you. 

INTELLECTUAL 
DIGEST 

INTELLECTUAL DIGEST 
P.O. Box 2986 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 
Please send me my complimentary issue of INTELLECTUAL 
DIGEST and enter my charter half-price subscription for eleven 
additional issues at the rate of only $5. I understand I may cancel 
within 14 days after receiving my complimentary issue if I am not 
fully satisfied. 

• Bill me • $5 enclosed 

N a m e . . . 

Address, 

City State 
Add $1 for Canada and Foreign. 

Zip. 

6229 
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The American Indian: 
Noble Savage or Renaissance Nan? 

by Anne Beatts 

A wealthy Fifth Avenue heiress lunching at Le Gre-
nouille carries a Hopi Snake Dancer's medicine bag 
instead of a purse. 

A popular movie star and a celebrated director col
laborate on a film that portrays Custer as a villain—and 
grosses $14 million. 

A twenty-three-year-old Phys Ed major from North- t\ 
western University jumps off a six-hundred-foot cliff in 
the belief that Yaqui spirits will protect him. 

These are welcome gestures. But can they, how
ever sincere they may be, compensate the Indian 
for all that he has suffered at the hands of the 
white man? In trying to right the scales of justice, 
are we not merely indulging ourselves in 
a romantic myth that does little but per
petuate the concept of the Indian as 
"noble savage"? Isn't the problem really 
our stubborn refusal to admit that where 
the Indian's civilization might have suc
ceeded, ours has failed? 

In the days when most Europeans 
were still claiming that the earth was 
flat, the "Indians"—the word itself a mis
nomer caused by the crude navigational 
ability of Christopher Columbus—possessed 
a culture of amazing sophistication and 
complexity. And even as the Huns and Visi
goths crushed the splendors of the Roman 
Empire, so did the brutish Europeans almost 
succeed in eradicating a society whose finer 
points they could not comprehend. Yet, de
spite the ravages of the white men, the 
Indians—or "painted devils," as the ignorant 
European immigrants called them—could still 
give the world a priceless legacy: the ham
mock, the toboggan, the decoy duck, maple 
syrup, and buffalo chips. 

In the present headlong rush to reexamine 
the values by which we live, we should be aware 
that the Indians had anticipated many of our 
institutions—and perceived their eventual tran
sience—long before we took our first stum
bling steps on American soil. 

From the midst of our smog-filled cities, our over
crowded ghettos, our strife-torn campuses—we could do 
worse than to look back at the Indian in his simple loin
cloth, squatting on the dirt floor of his wigwam, scratch
ing his back with a painstakingly carved deer's antler. 

If we feel as he feels, and think as he thinks—then, 
and only then, can we begin to understand his silence, 
concealing a deep, instinctive knowledge of life's mys

teries. As the Hidatsa proverb so poignantly expresses 
it, "When the sun goes down, it grows cold." For many 

weary years, the few remaining Indians have waited 
in patient expectation of a day when whites would 
be ready for the sacred trust that the Indians had 

been instructed to pass on to us. In fact, the 
Indian greeting "How" is actually the Eng
lish equivalent, shortened in translation, 
of an Ojibwa expression meaning "How 
soon can we tell them?" 

So, if we desire to atone for the wrongs 
of the past, we must take our cue from 
archeologists who have assembled a new 
case on behalf of the so-called "noble sav

age." And we must try to see with new eyes, 
Indian eyes that look to the far horizon 

through half-closed lids. Typical of the short
sighted attitude which we must cast off is that 
question which has haunted every discussion 
of the great American Indian civilization. I t is 
the question of the skeptic, the modern white 
so desensitized by the consequences of his own 
historical "progress" that he cannot see the 
world in any other context but his own. It is: 
How can any people be described as civilized 
when they did not even discover the wheel? 

Contained within the answer is the essential 
secret of the divergence between the Red Man's 
culture and our own. The1 Indians discovered 
the wheel. But, foreseeing the environmental 
devastation, mechanistic society, and needless 
suffering that would arise as an inevitable con

sequence of this discovery, they admired it 
exclusively for its aesthetic qualities. They 

chose to wear it as an ornament. 
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old, tired, and sick animals ran slowly enough for the Indians to catch 
up with them. In winter, if a starving buffalo .-found- itself separated from 
the herd and almost buried in a snowdrift,>§ny, Indian who happened on 
it would be quick to put it out of its misery. A favored hunting technique 
was'to' stampede the buffalofferd up to the edge of a cliff, leaving it up 
to each individual buffajp t& decide whether or not to jump—further 
evidence of the lndians|rijgh regard for animal life. The Indians, unwill
ing to slay any living bei$g, would chase a dee^into the water; then fol
low it in their cajroes^hop+nq it would drown before they cbuld spear it. 

> 
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Ecology was in his blood 
The Indian had no detergents to pollute the waters. At the end of each frugal 

meal, his wooden bowls were wiped clean with a corn husk. There was no such 
thing in Indian society as the concept of waste. When an Indian chopped down 
a tree, he used the whole tree. The Haida Indians of the Northwest Pacific Coast 
made rope, blankets, towels, socks, diapers, and attractive necklaces-out of cedar 
bark. What they couldn't use, they ate. 

Most Indians were Gatherers, which meant that they preferred to gather 
things which they found in their path rather than wounding the Earth Mother 
with a plow. When they did reap a harvest, they took pains not to offend the 
plants by cutting too many of them. The Machapunga Indians of North Carolina 
would paddle through the wild rice plants and then keep the rice that was in the 
bottom of the canoe when they got home. 

The balance of nature was preserved. Unlike us, the Indian left the land as he 
found it. Experts have estimated that in order to survive at a subsistence level, 
the average Indian needed only 33,000 acres of land. 

The Indian was always a partner of nature, not a destroyer of it. Even his 
art was biodegradable: clay pots, easily shattered, returned to the dust. His only 
paints were vegetable dyes. Many of the finest works of Indian art, executed in 
wood or bark, have sadly but inevitably been reclaimed by the soil. The bright 
colors and delicate traceries of the Indian sand paintings, preserved up until 1906 
in California, have now completely succumbed to erosion. 

Despite the toll of time, the Indian art remaining to us offers up a surprising 
wealth of riches. Wooden knives, elegant nose ornaments made from the most 
durable animal parts, ceremonial turtle-shell rattles, clamshell spoons, head-
flattening boards—these beautifully decorated utilitarian objects are both func
tional and attractive, rivaling the best of Bauhaus design. I t is hard to believe 
that such treasures were once dismissed as crude and primitive. Who is to say 
that Picasso's "Guernica" is a greater work of art than a notched stick with owl 
feathers hanging from it? 

Although Indians have been accused of 
breaking treaties, breaches occurred only 
when the Indian women had been left out 
of the treaty-making process. The whites 
repeated this blunder again and again, 
ignoring the fact that most Indian tribes 
were matriarchal. 

The Iroquois practiced a form of therapeu
tic dream analysis. Dreaming of a fish, for 
instance, could signify either rejection of the 
parent or good fishing nearby. Had the first 
settlers been less intolerant, we might have 
enjoyed the benefits of psychoanalysis two 
hundred years before Freud. 

The stunning simplicity 
and artistry of Indian design 

are readily apparent 
in this Arapaho fork, 

with its lovingly polished 
wooden handle. 

They danced and sang for days at a time 
Indian culture is rich, too, in the oral tradition. Indians have always been great storytellers. A typical Indian 

legend describes how Foolish Beaver climbs up the tent pole and refuses to come down until all the hair is singed off his 
tail—an imaginative and amusing explanation of why beavers have no hair on their tails to this day. 

Indians made many contributions to the field of musical expression. They invented the beat—prior to its discovery 
by African natives, some musicologists insist. The beat was an important element of all North American Indian music. 
Lyrics of Indian songs showed a sensitive delineation of character, as in this Mandan chant: 

I am going to meet my grandmother, 
(Chorus) Go ahead, go ahead. 

Indians delighted in chanting songs of this nature for up to four or five hours straight, never faltering, never missing a 
beat, and never growing bored. 

The rhythm of the drums often summoned the Indians to participate in ceremonial dances which required great 
skill and agility to perform. Best-known of these is the Sun Dance of the Plains Indians, in which dancers rose and fell 
on their toes in place while blowing eagle-bone whistles and gazing fixedly at the sacred center pole for three days 
and nights continuously. 
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Whites wouldn't take "no" 
for an answer 

Of course the culture that gave us 
words like wampum, succotash, pa
poose, and skunk could be expected 
to have an intricate and expressive 
language. Among themselves, the dif
ferent tribes spoke some 2,200 distinct 
languages, with regional variations. 
Each had its peculiarities, its unique 
turns of phrase. Our comparative pau
city of expression in English is 
pointed up by the fact that the Ottawa 
Indians, for example, had twenty-
three different ways of saying "dull." 

The Choctaw, on the other hand, 
indicated shades of meaning by pitch. 
Since the Choctaw word for "no" was 
only a half-tone different from the 
Choctaw word for "yes," confusion re
sulted when whites misinterpreted 
"no" as a sign of agreement to a treaty. 
Even when the mistake was found 
out, unscrupulous, land-hungry whites 
forced the Indians to hand over half 
the state of Florida anyway. 

Indians from different tribes could 
communicate by means of sign lan
guage. The sign for "discovery," for 
instance, was riding a horse around in 
a circle. After that, it was up to the 
watchers to decide whether the rider 
had discovered a herd of buffalo, a 
troop of cavalry, or a stone in the 
horse's foot. 

Indian leaders shielded their people 
from knowledge that would only bring destruction 

in its wake. Here, a wise man 
of the Croweaters, importuned by restless braves, 

refuses to surrender the secret 
of the Gatling Gun. 

' All Indians have natural balance, 
as this engraving, taken from an 1858 

newspaper.clearly demonstrates. 
Indians were so perfectly balanced that 

' j they could stand straight even on horseback, 
*BP. or when intoxicated. 
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Some modern Indians still retain a knowledge of their ancient 
crafts. This photograph shows Ambrose Belt, a member of the 
Omaha Nest-Builders, whittl ing himself a house. 

Sports-loving Indians were unjustly slanderec 
Indians were a playful people. They enjoyed a variety o 

games, such as hand wrestling, kicking contests, and sliding 
on the ice. They also had a more advanced form of bowling 
requiring excellent coordination and timing, in which thej 
threw sticks at a stationary rock. 

The Indians' love of mischief often got them int< 
trouble. A favorite childish prank in which they indulgec 
was burning down the village of a neighboring tribe. Since 
almost any Indian dwelling could easily be erected agaii 
within a day, little real damage was done. The Indians 
strange to the white man's ways, seldom realized tha 
burning down a settler's cabin could be considered any 
thing more than a practical joke. 

The myth concerning scalping arose out of the same sor 
of misunderstanding. In a few documented cases of "scalp 
ing," careful reconstruction of events shows that the high 
spirited Indians, unused to the steel knives they had ob 
tained from traders, were simply taking playful swipes t< 
see if the fair-haired white men could be wearing wigs. P 
series of unfortunate accidents started a slander which has 
burdened the Indians until this day. 

Mystical powers cured the sick 
- Surviving in the Great Outdoors on a high-protein diet of raw fish, raw meat, and berries kept most Indians in 

superb physical condition. In order to store food without the use of dangerous preservatives, Indians invented pemmican 
a mixture of buffalo fat and chokecherries that retained its original savor for as long as ten or fifteen years. 

Modern Indians still seem to benefit from the rigorous health regime of their ancestors. One seldom sees an Indiar 
wearing a hearing aid or glasses. In early times, before their blood had been weakened by contact with the white man 
few Indians ever employed the services of a doctor. Their own "medicine men" practiced advanced techniques of psy
chosomatic medicine. Until he converted to Christianity, Bull Child, a Crow medicine man, was able to cure typhoid 
prevent pregnancy, control the weather, and stop bullets in their flight. 

Living close to nature gave the Indian a deep understanding of the spiritual forces which surrounded him. Ht 
worshipped stones and venerated certain animals, such as the giant condor. Unlike the less philosophically orientec 
Incas and Aztecs, he had no desire to build ostentatious temples in order to get another 425 feet closer to the sky. Tht 
whole of nature was his holy place. This sense of oneness with all things may have given the Indians certain mystica' 
powers. Even today, Indians can still understand the language of the mesas; no one quite knows how, or why. Days ir 
advance, just by putting an ear to the ground, they somehow sense that the welfare check is coming. 

We can't turn back the clock 
How can we do as extremists sug

gest, and return as refuse to Europe's 
teeming shore? The great civilization 
the Indians once possessed has van
ished, and it takes all our imagination 
to summon up an image of it. 

Yet had the Indian way of life pre
vailed, we might live in an America 
without pollution, protest, unemploy
ment, inflation, or crime in the streets. 
Broad tracks would stretch across the 
unplowed prairies. Tall four-story tee
pees would lift their tent poles to a 
sky undisturbed by jets. 

A stable system of shell currency 
would operate in place of the shaky 
dollar. The Redwoods would not be 
endangered. The whooping crane 
would populate the Everglades. The 
bald eagle and the passenger pigeon 
would still frolic through the skies. 
And we would dwell tranquilly in the 
forest primeval, wearing skins we had 
cured ourselves, lapping clear water 
from icy streams, and eating nothing 
but healthful, organic pemmican, with 
the spirits of our ancestors regarding 
us benignly from their burial plat
forms in the trees above our heads. • 

Amidst the gory records of atrocities committed against the Indians by early settlers, it is 
reassuring to encounter one instance of human compassion. This engraving shows £ 
sympathetic white soldier, obviously repulsed by the brutality of his comrades, in the ac 
of stabbing himself in the arm to avoid active duty. 
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^HOSE OF YOU WHO REMEMBER 
HOW aEEAT IT WAS TO 8£ A 
LITTLE KID, <3AM3, DON'T RE
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THE TRUMPET Of POOM €>OUNPG 
PUZIMG A PCXjFkSrHT OVER PHU 
LANG- THUOM6-... 

FURTHERMORE, AS IF THAT WEREN'T 
ENOUGH,.. R 

WITH TWO MI& Z/76 ON HIS TAIL/ 
IT LOOKS LIKE CURTAINS FOR THE 

CRASH PLAYS HIS TRUMP CARP,., 

HEAR ME, OH HEAVENLY FATHER, |N 
MY HOUR OF NEEP/ I 5ESEECH YOU 
TO 6TRIKE PoWN THE YELLOW SCUM / 
WHOSE ©OPLESS IPEOLO^Y P£~ / 
FILES THE VERY BLOOI7 6-HEP 3Y \ 
YOUR BL&S6EP &ON ON THE CROSS J 

4LILEE/AMEW... . >** J ' 

FLY WITH US AGAIN IN OUR NEXT INSPIRING- EP ISODE - * *EAT L E A P , H E A T H E N © O O K S / ' w H E N 
C R A S H STRAFE76 A BUPPHJST MONA6TERy ANP l7EFOLlATE£ A ^OOO-YEAR-OLP MINe T R E E / 
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Crime 
"And, what is more, the killer is in 

this very room!" 
The canny detective paused and let 

his gaze sweep around the parlor, star
ing briefly but fixedly at each of its oc
cupants in turn, as if he could read upon 
their foreheads a simple statement of 
guilt or innocence in inch-high letters: 
Algernon Sphagnum-Moss, the bored, 
devil-may-care playboy son of the mur
dered viscount, threatened twice in as 
many weeks with disinheritance, who 
had rendered an aged greenskeeper, 
standing not two feet from his father, 
senseless with a vicious slice on the links 
the very morning of the crime, an event 
made doubly suspicious considering 
young Sphagnum-Moss's customary ex
pertise at the game and his accidental 
substitution prior to the mishap of a No. 
6 ball bearing for his Dunlop Maxfli; 
Abu Ben Singh, the viscount's Kuwaiti 
houseboy who had been discovered that 
same afternoon, sitting cross-legged in 
a dumbwaiter, deep in a hashish funk, 
sticking cocktail stirrers into a flannel 
fetish of his master; Vera Comely,the 
attractive piano-tuner whose engaging 
impression of Queen Victoria searching 
for a brooch in a coal scuttle had neces
sitated plunging the parlor into dark
ness, thus permitting the murderer—or 
murderess—ample opportunity to com
mit his crime with anonymity; Major 
Roger Boskydell, the respected but ec
centric lepidopterist whose predilection 
for a rapid-fire Mauser over the mesh-
net and killing-bottle preferred by most 

88 NATIONAL LAMPOON 

enthusiasts as a means of obtaining 
specimens for their collections raised the 
possibility that his target was a rather 
drab viscount instead of his customary 
monarchs; Lady Sphagnum-Moss—the 
former Austrian movie star, Tillie Eu-
lenspiegel—who alone possessed the 
skill required to fashion in flawless 
needlepoint the extraordinary threaten
ing note, which read "Today you die 
going to are" and which the doomed vis
count had discovered, in place of the 
usual imitation Aubusson miniature or 
other favor, in the bottom of a box of his 
favorite Brittanic Bis-kits; Clotilda Bos
kydell, the taffy heiress, to whose em
barrassment, pain, and, perhaps, mur
derous hatred, the viscount had made a 
point of referring to, in a loud voice 
among company, as "that daughter of a 
sweetsmongerer" and who had yet to 
offer a satisfactory explanation for the 
presence, in the late viscount's spleen, 
of a pen-and-pencil set bearing her ini
tials; Anthony Curdle, the young, per
sonable bootblack for whom Vera Come
ly held a rather brightly blazing torch 
and to whose considerable benefit the 
viscount had altered his will not two 
hours before his untimely demise; and 
last, but by no means least, Shingles, 
the butler, whose long and loyal service 
at Hamster Hall would seem to raise 
him far above suspicion save for the 
twin odd occurrences of his having been 
observed at The Pigeon and Buoy in an 
intimate game of paper-scissors-rock 
with Frank "the Prong," the bane of 
Blackpool, and his having been over
heard to mutter on several occasions 
that it would be "no skin off my nose if 
the guv'nor shuffled off to Bognor in a 
basket." 

And, of course, absent but still very 
much a part of the company, the Fif
teenth Viscount Sphagnum-Moss, from 
various parts of whose anatomy had 
been removed and catalogued a number 
of curious items, including the afore
mentioned monogrammed writing in
struments, a kris, two knitting needles, 
a shoe tree, a tuning fork, a trivet, four 
9-mm hollowpoint slugs, and a five-iron, 

buried up to the grips. 
The room, silent with shock during 

the renowned detective's startling dec
laration, suddenly exploded into sound. 

"But, surely, Inspector," protested 
Major Boskydell, whose parade-ground 
tones rang out above the din, "you don't 
suggest that one of us, what I mean to 
say, that there is a murderer . .'." 

"Exactly," countered the noted 
sleuth, "and I intend to discover his 
identity right now. Braskley," he said, 
addressing the young constable whose 
normally taciturn face reflected the 
drama of the moment, "bring in the par
akeet, the custard tins, and the four 
pounds of camphor!" 

"I think," he continued, "while we 
are waiting, it might prove useful to 
review the evidence": 
Laughing All the Way to the Bank/ 
Don't waste that precious time in front 
of a bank's closed-circuit TV cameras— 
it could be the big break you've been 
waiting for! 
TheAnti-ImperialistDr.FuManchu / 
What common thread runs through the 
assassination of an American President, 
the run on the dollar, the sinking of the 
Thresher, the admission of Red China 
to the U.N., and a mysterious plane 
crash in Outer Mongolia? 
The Big Recall/A faulty steering col
umn, a funny-looking frankfurter, and a 
beautiful blonde spell trouble for Ralph 
Nader, D.C.'s most famous detective. 
I Dug Three Bags/The story of the 
daring agent who lived in the lethal, 
narcotic-filled no-man's-land of three 
identities: drummer in a rock band, 
card-carrying peacenik, and undercover 
agent for the FBI. 

The Loquacious Rapist The spine-
tingling tale of the talkative fiend who 
terrorized an entire city. 
The Birdman of Attica/A story title 
certain to play a large part in The Case 
of the Article That Never Appeared. 
Stash /The up-to-date parlor game that 
lets you play the part of Chico, the Big 
Fellow, or the cop on the take in an 
exciting hunt for 114 kilos of uncut 
heroin. • 
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